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THE 

LIFE  OF  SAMUEL  GARTH. 

liY 

DR.  JOHNSON. 


Samukl  Garth  was  of  a  c;ood  family  iii  Yorksliirc, 
and  from  some  scliool  in  liis  own  couiiliy  bccanK'  a 
student  at  Fetor  Honse  in  Cambridj^e,  wiierc  lie  re- 
sided till  he  beeame  doctor  of  plijsic  on  July  tiic 
7tli,  1691.  He  was  examined  before  the  Collene  at 
J^ondon  on  INIareli  the  12tli,  10yi-'2,  and  admitted 
fellow  June  2()tl),  1G93.  Jfe  was  soon  so  nHuli 
distinguished  by  his  conversation  and  aecomplisli- 
nients,  as  to  o!)tain  very  extensive  practice  ;  and,  if 
a  pamplilet  of  those  times  may  be  credited,  had  the 
favour  and  confidence  of  one  party,  as  KadcliHe  had 
of  the  other. 

He  is  always  mentioned  as  a  man  of  benevolence; 
and  it  is  just  to  suppose  that  his  desire  of  helj)ing 
the  helpless,  disi)Osed  him  to  so  much  zeal  for  tlic 
'  Hisi)ensary ;'  an  undertaking",  of  which  some  ac- 
count, however  sliorl,  is  proper  to  be  given. 

Whether  what  Temple  says  Ite  true,  tliat  pliysi- 
cians  have  liad  more  learning  than  the  other  facul- 
ties, I  will  not  stay  to  inquire;  but,  I  believe,  every 
man  has  found  in  physicians  great  liberality  and  dig- 
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iiity  of  sentiment,  very  prompt  eflusion  of  benofi- 
ccnce,  and  willingness  to  exert  a  Icuralivc  art  where 
tliere  is  no  hope  of  hiere.  Agreeably  to  this  cha- 
racter the  College  of  Physicians,  in  Jnly,  1(J87,  pub- 
lished an  edict,  requiring  all  the  fellows,  candidates, 
and  lieenliatcs,  to  give  gratuitous  advice  to  the 
neighbouring  poor. 

This  eilict  was  sent  to  the  court  of  aldermen;  and, 
a  (piestion  being  made  to  whom  the  appellation  of 
the /wor  should  be  extended,  the  College  answered, 
that  it  should  be  sullieient  to  bring  a  testimonial  from 
the  clergyman  ollieiating  in  the  parish  where  the  pa- 
tient resided. 

After  a  year's  experience,  the  physicians  found 
their  charity  frustrated  by  some  malignant  opposi- 
tion, and  made  to  a  great  degree  vain  by  the  high 
price  of  ]diysic ;  they  therefore  voted,  in  August, 
1688,  that  the  laboratory  of  the  College  should  be 
accommodated  to  the  preparation  of  medicines,  and 
another  room  prepared  for  their  reception;  and  that 
the  contributors  to  the  expense  should  manage  the 
charity. 

It  was  now  expected,  that  the  apothecaries  would 
have  undertaken  the  care  of  providing  medicines; 
but  they  took  another  course.  'J'hinking  the  whole 
design  pernicious  to  their  interest,  they  endeavoured 
to  raise  a  faction  against  it  in  the  College,  and  found 
some  physicians  mean  enough  to  solicit  their  patron- 
age, by  betraying  to  them  the  counsels  of  the  Col- 
lege. Tiie  greater  part,  however,  enforced  by  a  new 
edict,  in  1694,  the  former  order  of  1687,  and  sent  it 
to  the  mayor  and  aldermen,  who  appointed  a  com- 
mittee to  treat  with  the  College,  and  settle  the  mode 
of  administering  the  charity. 

It  was  desired  by  the  aldermen,  that  the  testimo- 
nials of  churchwaidens  and  overseers  should  be 
admitted ;  and  that  all  hired  servants,  and  all  appreu- 
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ticcstohaiidifiuftsmcii,  should  be  considered  iiri poor. 
This  likewise  was  frianlcd  Ity  the  Collejje. 

It  was  then  considered  who  siionld  distribiife  the 
medicines,  and  who  should  si'ttle  their  prices.  The 
physicians  procured  some  apothecaries  to  undertake 
the  dispensation,  and  oli'cred  that  the  warden  and 
company  ot  the  Apothecaries  should  adjust  the  price. 
This  oiler  was  rejected;  and  the  apothecaries  wlio 
had  engafi^ed  to  assist  tiie  charity  were  consi<lcicd  as 
traitors  to  the  company,  threatened  with  the  imposi- 
tion of  trouliicsome  ollices,  and  deterred  from  the 
performance  of  their  cn<jajicments.  The  a|)otiieea- 
rics  ventured  upon  j»ul)lic  opposition,  autl  presented 
a  kind  of  remonstrance  ajjainst  tlie  desis;n  to  the 
committee  of  the  city,  whicii  the  physicians  conde- 
scended to  confute;  and  at  last  the  traders  seem  to 
have  prevailed  amon;^  the  sons  of  trade;  for  the 
proposal  of  the  (;ollej;e  having  been  considered,  a 
paper  of  approi)ation  was  drawn  up,  but  postponed 
and  fortcolten. 

Tiie  physicians  still  persisted ;  and  in  169G  a  sub- 
scription was  raised  by  themselves,  according  to  an 
agreement  prefixed  to  the  dispensary.  The  poor 
were,  for  a  time,  supplied  wiih  medicines;  for  how 
long  a  time,  I  know  not.  'I'lie  medicinal  charity, 
like  otiicrs,  began  with  ardour,  but  soon  remitted, 
and  at  last  died  gradually  away. 

About  the  time  of  the  subscription  begins  the  ac- 
tion of  the  '  Dispensary.'  The  Poem,  as  its  subject 
was  present  and  popular,  co-operated  with  passions 
and  prejudices  tlicn  prevalent,  and,  with  such  auxi- 
liaries to  its  intrinsic  merit,  was  universally  and  libe- 
rally ajtplautled.  It  was  on  the  side  of  charity 
against  the  intrigues  of  interest,  and  of  regular  learn- 
ing against  licentious  usurpation  of  medical  autho- 
rity, and  vvas  therefore  naturally  favoured  by  those 
who  read  and  can  judge  of  poetry. 

b2 
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In  1G97,  Gartli  spoke  that  wiiicli  is  now  called 
the  Harvciau  Oration:  wliicli  tlie  authors  of  the  Bio- 
graphia  mention  with  more  praise  than  the  passage 
quoted  in  tlieir  notes  will  fully  justif}'.  Garth,  speak- 
ing of  the  mischiefs  done  hy  quacks,  has  these  ex- 
pressions: "  Non  tamen  Iciis  vulncrat  ista  argyrta- 
rura  coUuvies,  sed  theriaca  (juadani  magis  perniciosA, 
noQ  pyrio,  sed  jjulvcre  neseio  quo  exotico  certat, 
non  globulis  plunibeis,  sed  piiulis  irque  lethalibus 
interficit."  This  was  certainly  thought  fine  by  the 
author,  and  is  still  admired  by  his  biographer.  In 
October,  1702,  he  became  one  of  the  censors  of  the 
College. 

Garth,  being  an  active  and  zealous  Whig,  was  a 
member  of  the  Kit-cat  club,  and,  by  consequence, 
familiarly  known  (o  all  the  great  men  of  that  deno- 
mination. In  1710,  when  the  government  fell  into 
other  hands,  he  writ  to  Lord  Godolpiiin,  on  his  dis- 
mission, a  short  jtoem,  which  was  criticised  in  the 
'  Examiner,'  and  so  successfully  either  defended  or 
excused  by  Mr.  Addison,  that,  for  the  sake  of  the 
vindication,  it  ought  to  be  preserved. 

At  the  accession  of  the  present  family  his  merits 
were  acknowledged  and  rewarded.  lie  was  knighted 
w  ith  the  sword  of  his  hero,  Marlborough ;  and  was 
made  physician  in  ordinary  to  the  king,  and  physi- 
cian-general to  the  army. 

He  then  undertook  an  edition  of  Ovid's  Meta- 
morphoses, translated  by  several  hands ;  which  he 
recommended  by  a  preface,  written  with  more  os- 
tentation than  ability;  his  notions  are  half  formed, 
and  his  materials  immctiiodically  confused.  This 
was  his  last  work.  lie  died,  January  18,  1717-18, 
and  was  buried  at  Ilarrow-on-the-Hill. 

His  personal  character  seems  to  have  been  social 
and  liberal.  He  communicated  himself  through  a 
very  wide  extent  of  acquaintance ;  and  though  Arm 
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ill  a  party,  .it  a  time  when  firmness  included  viru- 
lence, yet  he  ini]i:uted  his  kindness  to  those  who 
were  not  supposed  to  favour  his  principles.  Jlc  was 
an  early  eneouraj:;er  of  I'ope,  and  was  at  once  the 
friend  of  Addison  and  of  (iranville.  lie  is  accused 
of  voluptuousness  and  irrelij^ion :  and  Pope,  who 
says,  that  "  if  ever  there  was  a  {rood  Christian,  with- 
out knowing:  himself  to  be  so,  it  was  Dr.  Garth," 
seems  not  able  to  deny  what  he  is  angry  to  hear, 
and  loth  to  confess. 

l*o[)e  afterwards  declared  himself  convinced  that 
(Jartii  died  in  the  e()mniuni(in  of  tlie  Church  of 
Rome,  havinj::  been  pri\ately  reconciled.  It  is  ob- 
served by  Ijowlli,  that  there  is  .ess  distance  than  is 
thought  between  scepticism  and  popery;  and  that  a 
mind  wearied  with  |)er|)elu;il  doubt,  willinjjly  seeks 
repose  in  the  bosom  of  an  infallible  Church. 

His  poetry  has  been  praised  at  Wast  equally  to  its 
merit.  In  the  '  Dispensary  '  there  is  a  strain  of  smooth 
and  free  versilication  ;  but  few  lines  are  eminently 
elegant.  Jso  passages  fall  below  mediocrity,  and 
few  rise  much  above  it.  Tiie  i>lan  seems  formed 
without  just  proportion  to  the  subject;  the  means 
and  end  have  no  necessary  connection,  Rcsnel,  in 
his  Prelaee  to  Pope's  Essay,  remarks,  that  Garth 
exhibits  no  discrimination  of  characters  ;  and  that 
what  any  one  says  might,  with  equal  propriety,  have 
been  said  by  another.  The  general  design  is,  per- 
haps, open  to  criticisin  ;  but  the  composition  can 
seldom  be  charged  with  inaccuracy  or  negligence. 
The  author  never  slumbers  in  selt-indulgence;  his 
full  vigour  is  always  exerted;  scarcely  a  line  is  left 
unfinished ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  find  an  expression  used 
by  constraint,  or  a  thought  imperfectly  expressed. 
It  was  remarked  by  Pope,  that  the  'Dispensary' 
had  been  corrected  in  every  edition,  and  that  every 
change  w  as  an  improvement.     It  appears,  however. 
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to  want  somctliiiip^  of  poetical  ardour,  and  some- 
thing of  general  delecfalion;  ami  tliercfore,  since  it 
has  been  no  Ioniser  supported  by  accidental  and 
intrinsic  popularity,  it  has  been  scarcely  able  to 
support  itself. 


ENCOMIUMS  ON  GARTH. 


TO  DR.  GARTH, 

L'PON  THE  DISPENSARY. 

Oh  !  that  some  Genius,  whose  poetic  veiu 
Like  ^Monta^ue's  could  a  just  piece  sustain, 
Would  search  the  (iiecian  aud  the  Latin  store. 
And  thenco  present  thee  with  the  purest  ore: 
In  lasting  numbers  praise  thy  whole  design, 
And  manly  beauty  ot"  each  nervous  line  : 
Show  how  your  pointed  satire's  sterling  wit. 
Does  only  knaves  or  formal  blockheads  hit ; 
Who  're  gravely  dull,  insijjid/i/  serene, 
And  carry  all  tin  ir  wisdom  in  their  mien. 
M'homthus  exposed,  thus  stri|)'d  of  their  disguise, 
^'one  will  again  admire,  most  will  despise. 
Show  in  what  noble  verse  Nassau  you  sing. 
How  such  a  poets  worthy  such  a  king. 
When  Somers'  charming  eloquence  you  praise. 
How  loftily  your  tuneful  voice  you  raise ! 
But  my  poor  feeble  Muse  is  as  unlit 
To  praise,  as  imitate  what  you  have  writ. 
Artists  alone  should  venture  to  commend 
What  Dennis  can't  condemn,  nor  Dryden  mend : 
A\'hat  must,  writ  w  ith  that  tire  and  with  that  ease. 
The  beaux,  the  ladies,  and  the  critics  please. 

C.  BOYLE, 
Afterwards  Earl  of  Orrery. 
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TO 

MY  FRIEND  THE  AUTHOR, 

DESIRING  MY  OPINION  OF  HIS  POEM. 

vVsK  me  not,  friend,  what  I  approve  or  blame  ; 

Perhaps  I  know  not  wliy  1  like,  or  damn; 

I  can  be  pleased;  and  1  dare  own  I  am. 

I  read  thee  over  with  a  lover's  eye  ; 

Thou  hast  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  spy; 

Thou  art  all  beauty,  or  all  blindness  I. 

Critics  and  aged  beaux,  of  fancy  chaste, 

Who  ne'er  had  fire,  or  else  whose  fire  is  past, 

Must  judge  by  rules  what  they  want  force  to  taste. 

I  would  a  poet,  like  a  mistress,  try. 

Not  by  her  hair,  her  hand,  her  nose,  her  eye  ; 

But  by  some  nameless  power,  to  give  me  joy. 

The  nymph   has   Grafton's,    Cecil's,    Churchill's 

charms, 
If  with  resistless  fires  my  soul  she  warms, 
With  balm  upon  her  lips  and  raptures  in  her  arms. 
Such  is  thy  genius,  and  such  art  is  thine, 
Some  secret  magic  works  in  every  line  ; 
We  judge  not,  but  we  feel  the  power  divine. 
Where  all  is  just,  is  beauteous,  and  is  fair. 
Distinctions  vanish  of  peculiar  air. 
Lost  in  our  pleasure,  we  enjoy  in  you 
Lucretius,  Horace,  Shctfield,  Montague. 
And  yet  'tis  thought,  some  critics  in  this  town. 
By  rules  to  all,  but  to  themselves,  unknown, 
Will  damn  thy  verse,  and  justify  their  own. 


ENCOMIUMS  ON  GARTH.  1-') 

Why  let  them  dauin  :    Mcre  it  not  wondrous  hard 
Facetious  Mirniil'  and  the  city  bard', 
So  near  allied  in  learninj;',  wit,  and  skill, 
Should  not  have  leave  to  judge,  as  well  as  kill? 
Nay,  let  them  write;  let  them  thiir  forces  join. 
And  hope  the  motley  piece  may  rival  thine. 
Safely  despise  their  malice,  and  their  toil. 
Which  vulgar  ears  alone  will  reach,  and  will  defile. 
Be  it  thy  generous  pride  to  please  the  best, 
AVhose  judgment  and  whose  friendship  is  a  test. 
"NA  ith  learned  Hans  thy  healing  cares  be  join'd. 
Search  thoughtful  Uadcliti"  to  his  inmost  mind: 
Unite,  restore  your  arts,  and  save  mankind. 
W  hilst  all  the  busy  Mirmils  of  the  town 
Envy  our  health,  and  pine  away  their  own. 
W  hene'er  thou  would'st  a  tempting  Muse  engage, 
Judicious  Walsh  can  best  direct  her  rage. 
To  Somers  and  to  Dorset  too  submit, 
And  let  their  stamp  immortalize  thy  wit. 
Consenting  Phoebus  bows,  if  they  approve. 
And  ranks  thee  with  the  foremost  bards  above: 
Whilst  these  of  right  the  deathless  laurel  send, 
Be  it  my  humble  business  to  commend 
The  faithful  honest  man,    and  the   viell-naturcd 
friend. 

CHR.  COURINGTON. 

'   Dr.  Gibbons.  '■'  This  prubablv  \\as  BLickianre. 
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TO 

MY  FRIEND  DH.  GARTH, 

THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  DISPENSARY. 

To  praise  your  healing  art  would  be  in  vain ; 
The  health  you  give,  prevents  the  poet's  pen. 
Sufficiently  contirmed  is  your  renown, 
And  I  but  fill  llie  chorus  of  the  town. 
That  let  me  wave,  and  only  now  admire 
The  dazzling  rays  of  your  poetic  fire: 
Which  its  dift'usive  virtue  does  dispense. 
In  flowing  verse,  and  elevated  sense. 

The  town,  which  longhasswallow'dfoolish verse. 
Which  poetasters  every  where  rehearse  ; 
Will  mend  their  judgment  now,  refine  their  taste, 
And  gather  up  the'  applause  they  threw  in  waste. 
The  play-house  shan't  encourage  false  sublime. 
Abortive  thoughts,  with  decorating  rhyme. 
The  satire  of  vile  scribblers  shall  appear 
On  none,  except  upon  themselves,  severe : 
While  yours  contemns  the  gall  of  vulgar  spite ; 
And  when  you  seem  to  smile  the  most,  you  bite. 

THO.  CHEEK. 


TO  MY  FRIEND, 

UPON  THE  DISPENSARY. 

As  when  the  people  of  the  northern  zone 
Find  the  approach  of  the  revolving  sun, 
Pleased  and  revived,  they  see  the  new-born  light. 
And  dread  no  more  eternity  of  night. 
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Thus  we,  wlio  lately,  as  of  siiminers  heat, 
I  lave  felt  a  dearlli  of  poetry  and  wit  ! 
Once  fear'd,  Apollo  would  return  no  more 
From  warmer  climes  to  an  ungrateful  shore. 
But  you,  the  favourite  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
Have  made  the  f-od  in  his  full  lustre  shine; 
Our  night  hav(,'  changed  into  a  glorious  day ; 
And  reach'd  j)erfcc!ti<>n  in  your  lirst  essay: 
80  the  young-  eagle  that  his  force  would  try. 
Faces  the  sun,  and  towers  it  to  the  sky. 

Others  proceed  to  art  by  slow  degrees. 
Awkward  at  first,  at  length  they  faintly  please. 
And  still,  whate'er  their  first  efforts  produce, 
'Tis  an  abortive,  or  an  iul'ant  Muse. 
"\>  hilst  yours,  like  Pallas,  from  the  head  of  Jove, 
Steps  out  full  grown,  with  noblest  pace  to  move. 
AV  hat  ancient  poets  to  their  subjects  owe. 
Is  here  inverted,  and  this  owes  to  you  : 
You  found  it  little,  but  have  made  it  great. 
They  could  describe,  but  you  alone  create. 

Now  let  your  INIuse  rise  with  expanded  wings. 
To  sing  the  fate  of  empires  and  of  kings; 
(ireat  \>  illiam's  victories  she'll  next  rehearse. 
And  raise  a  trophy  of  immortal  verse: 
Thus  to  your  art  proportion  the  design, 
And  mighty  things  with  mighty  numbers  join, 
A  second  Namur,  or  a  future  15oyne. 

U.  BLOUMT. 


22. 
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FROM 

HURDIS'S  VILLAGE  CURATE. 

■In  the  dapper-wit  of  sprightly  Garth 


We  smile  to  see  fantastic  Poetry 

Shake  hands  with  Physic,  and  in  grave  burlesque 

Arrange  his  gaUipots  and  gild  his  pills  ; 

Then  march  in  dreadful  armour  to  the  field. 

To  screen  her  new  ally  from  hostile  shocks. 

With  pestle  truncheon,  Cloacinian  helm. 

And  level'd  squirt. 


POEMS 

or 

SAMUEL  GARTH. 


DEDICATIOX. 


TO  ANTHONY  HENLEY,  ESQ. 

A  MAN  of  your  character  can  no  more  prevent  a 
Dedication,  than  he  would  encourage  one;  for 
merit,  hko  a  virsiin's  bhishes,  is  still  most  discover- 
ed, \vh(ri  it  labours  most  to  be  concealed. 

Tis  hard,  that  to  think  well  of  you,  should  be 
but  justice,  and  to  tell  you  so,  should  be  an  of- 
fence. Thus,  rather  than  violate  your  modesty, 
I  must  be  wanting  to  your  other  virtues;  and  to 
gratify  one  good  (juality,  do  wrong  to  a  thousand. 

The  world  generally  measures  our  esteem  by 
the  ardour  of  our  pretences  ;  and  will  scarce  be- 
lieve that  so  much  zeal  in  the  heart,  can  be  con- 
sistent with  so  much  faintness  in  the  expression; 
but  when  they  reflect  on  your  readiness  to  do  good, 
and  your  industry  to  hide  it ;  on  your  passion  to 
oblige,  and  your  j)ain  to  hear  it  owned;  they  will 
conclude  that  acknowledgments  would  be  un- 
grateful to  a  person  who  even  seems  to  receive 
the  obligations  he  confers. 
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But  though  I  should  persuade  myself  to  be  si- 
lent upon  all  occasions;  those  more  polite  arts, 
which,  till  of  late  have  languished  and  decayed, 
would  appear  under  their  present  advantages, 
and  own  you  for  one  of  their  generous  restorers  : 
insomuch,  that  Sculpture  now  breathes,  Painting 
speaks.  Music  ravishes  ;  and  as  you  help  to  re- 
fine our  taste,  you  distinguish  your  own. 

Your  approbation  of  this  poem  is  the  only  ex- 
ception to  the  opinion  the  world  has  of  your  judg- 
ment, that  ought  to  relish  nothing  so  much  as 
what  you  write  yourself.  But  you  are  resolved 
to  forget  to  be  a  critic,  by  remembering  you  are 
a  friend.  To  say  more,  would  be  uneasy  to  you  ; 
and  to  say  less  would  be  unjust  in 

Your  humble  Servant. 


THE  PREFACE. 

Since  this  following  poem  in  a  manner  stole 
into  the  world,  I  could  not  be  surprised  to  find  it 
incorrect;  though  1  can  no  more  say  I  was  a 
stranger  to  its  coming  abroad,  than  that  I  ap- 
proved of  the  publisher's  precipitation  in  doing  it. 
For  a  hurry  in  the  execution,  generally  produces 
a  leisure  in  reflection  ;  so  when  we  run  the  fastest, 
we  stundile  the  oftenest.  However,  the  errors 
of  the  printer  have  not  been  greater  than  the  can- 
dour of  the  reader :  and  if  1  could  but  say  the 
same  of  the  defects  of  the  author,  he  would  need 
no  justification  against  the  cavds  of  some  furious 
critics,  who,  I  am  sure,  would  have  been  better 
pleased  if  tiiey  had  met  with  more  faults. 
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Their  grand  objection  is,  that  the  fury  Disease 
is  iin  improper  niii<;liiiie  to  recite  characters,  and 
recommend  the  example  of  present  writers  :  but 
though  1  had  the  authority  of  some  (jreek  and 
Latin  poets,  upon  parallel  instances,  to  justify  the 
design  ;  yet,  tliat  1  might  not  introduce  any  thing 
that  seemed  inconsistent  or  hard,  1  started  this 
<)l)jecti()u  n)yself  to  a  gentleman,  very  remarkable 
in  this  sort  of  criticism,  who  would  by  no  means 
allow  that  the  contrivance  was  forced,  or  the  con- 
duct incongruous. 

Disease  is  represented  a  Pury  as  well  as  Envy: 
she  is  imagined  to  be  forced  by  an  incantation 
from  her  recess  ;  and,  to  be  revenged  on  the  ex- 
orcist, mortifies  him  wiUi  an  introduction  of  se- 
veral persons  eminent  in  an  accomplishment  he 
has  made  some  advances  in. 

Nor  is  the  compliment  less  to  any  great  genius 
mentioned  there  ;  since  a  veiy  iiend,  who  naturally 
repines  at  any  excellency,  is  t"orce<l  to  confess  how 
happily  they  have  all  succeeded. 

Their  next  objection  is,  that  I  have  imitated  the 
Lutrin  of  Monsieur  Boileau.  1  must  own,  I  am 
proud  of  the  in)putation  :  unless  their  quarrel  be, 
that  1  have  not  done  it  enough :  but  he  that  will 
give  himself  the  trouble  of  examining,  will  lind  I 
have  copied  him  in  nothing  but  in  two  or  three 
lines  in  the  complaint  of  Mollesse,  Canto  IT.  and 
in  one  in  his  first  Canto  ;  the  sense  of  which  line 
is  entirely  his,  and  I  could  wish  it  were  not  the 
only  good  one  in  mine. 

I  have  spoken  to  the  most  material  objections 
I  have  heard  of,  and  shall  tell  these  gentlemen, 
that  for  every  fault  they  pretend  to  find  in  this 

c  2 
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poem,  I'll  undertake  to  show  them  two.  One  of 
these  curious  persons  does  me  the  honour  to  say, 
he  approves  of  the  conclusion  of  it ;  but  I  sup- 
pose it  is  upon  no  other  reason,  but  because  it  is 
the  conclusion.  However,  I  shotikt  not  be  much 
concerned  not  to  be  thought  excellent  in  an  amuse- 
ment I  have  very  little  practised  hitherto,  nor  per- 
haps ever  shall  again. 

Reputation  of  this  sort  is  very  hard  to  be  got, 
and  very  easy  to  be  lost ;  its  pursuit  is  painful,  and 
its  possession  unfruitful :  nor  had  I  ever  attempted 
any  thing  in  this  kind,  till  finding  the  animosities 
among  the  members  of  the  College  of  Physicians 
increasing  daily  (notwithstanding  the  frequent  ex- 
hortations of  our  worthy  President '  to  the  contrary) 
I  was  persuaded  to  attempt  something  of  this  na- 
ture, and  to  endeavour  to  rally  some  of  our  dis- 
affected members  into  a  sense  of  their  duty,  who 
have  hitherto  most  obstinately  opposed  all  manner 
of  union ;  and  have  continued  so  unreasonably  re- 
fractory, that  it  was  thought  tit  by  the  College,  to 
reinforce  the  observance  of  the  statutes  by  a  bond, 
which  some  of  them  would  not  comply  with,  though 
none  of  them  had  refused  the  ceremony  of  the  cus- 
tomary oath  ;  like  some  that  will  trust  their  wives 
with  any  body,  but  their  money  with  none.  I 
was  sorry  to  find  there  could  be  any  constitution 
that  was  not  to  be  cured  without  poison,  and  that 
there  should  be  a  prospect  of  affecting  it  by  a  less 
grateful  method  than  reason  and  persuasion. 

The  original  of  this  difference  has  been  of  some 
standing  ;  though  it  did  not  break  out  to  fury  and 
excess,  till  the  time  of  erecting  the  Dispensary; 

'   Dr.  Millington. 


PRF.FACE.  23 

boiiif^  an  apartment  in  the  College  set  up  for  the 
relief  of  the;  sick  poor,  and  nuxnag(Hl  ever  since 
with  an  integrity  and  disinterest,  suitable  to  so 
charitable  a  design. 

If  any  person  would  be  more  fully  informed 
about  the  particulars  of  so  pious  a  work,  1  refer 
him  to  a  treatise,  set  forth  by  the  authority  of  the 
President  and  Censors,  in  the  year  101)7 :  it  is 
calle<l,  '  A  short  Account  of  tin;  Proceedings  of 
the  College  of  Physicians,  London,  in  relation  to 
the  Sick  Poor.'  The  reader  may  there  not  only 
be  informed  of  the  rise  and  progress  of  this  so 
public  an  undertaking,  but  also  of  the  concurrence 
and  encouragement  it  met  Nvith  from  the  most,  as 
well  as  the  most  ancient  members  of  the  society ; 
notwithstanding  the  vigorous  op])osition  of  a  few 
men,  who  thought  it  their  interest  to  defeat  so 
laudable  a  design. 

The  intention  of  this  preface  is  not  to  persuade 
mankind  to  enter  into  our  quarrels,  but  to  vindi- 
cate the  author  from  being  censured  of  taking  any 
indecent  liberty  with  a  faculty  ho  has  the  honour 
to  be  a  member  of.  If  the  satire  may  appear  di- 
rected at  any  particular  person,  it  is  at  such  only 
as  are  presumed  to  be  engaged  in  dishonourable 
confederacies  for  mean  and  mercenary  ends, 
against  the  dignity  of  their  own  profession.  But 
if  there  be  no  such,  then  these  characters  are  but 
imaginary,  and  by  consequence  ought  to  give  no 
body  otfence. 

The  description  of  the  battle  is  grounded  upon 
a  feud  that  happened  in  the  Dispensary,  be- 
twixt a  member  of  the  College  with  his  retinue, 
and  scmie  of  the  servants  that  attended  there  to 
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dispense  the  medicines  ;  and  is  so  far  real,  though 
the  poetical  relation  be  fictitious.  I  hope  no  body 
will  think  the  author  too  undecently  reflecting 
through  the  whole,  who  being  too  liable  to  faults 
himself,  ought  to  be  less  severe  upon  the  miscar- 
riages of  others.  There  is  a  chareicter  in  this  tri- 
vial performance,  which  the  town,  I  find,  applies 
to  a  particular  person :  it  is  a  reflection  which  I 
should  be  sorry  should  give  oftence;  being  no 
more  than  what  may  be  said  of  any  physician  re- 
markable for  much  practice.  The  kilhng  of  num- 
bers of  patients  is  so  trite  a  piece  of  raillery,  that 
it  ought  not  to  make  the  least  impression,  either 
upon  the  reader,  or  the  person  it  is  applied  to ; 
being  one,  that  1  think  in  my  conscience  a  very 
able  physician,  as  well  as  a  gentleman  of  extraor- 
dinary learning.  If  I  am  hard  upon  any  one,  it  is 
my  reader :  but  some  worthy  gentlemen,  as  re- 
markable for  their  humanity  as  their  extraordinary 
parts,  have  taken  care  to  make  him  amends  for 
it,  by  prefixing  something  of  their  own. 

I  confess,  those  ingenious  gentlemen  have  done 
me  a  great  honour;  but  while  they  design  an 
imaginary  panegyric  upon  me,  they  have  made 
a  real  one  upon  themselves  ;  and  by  saying  how 
much  this  small  performance  exceeds  some  others, 
they  convince  the  world  how  far  it  falls  short  of 
theirs. 


THE 

COPY  OF  AN  INSTRUMENT 

MBSCRIBED  BY  THE  PRESIDENT,  CENSOR,  MOST  OF  THE 
ELECTS,  SENIOR  FELLOWS,  CANDIDATES,  ETC.  OF  THE 
COLLEGE  OF  PHYSICIANS,  IN  RELATION  TO  THE  SICK 
POOR. 

Whereas  the  several  orders  of  the  College  of 
Physicians,  London,  for  prescribing  medicines 
gratis  to  the  poor  sick  of  the  cities  of  London  and 
AVestminster,  and  parts  adjacent,  as  also  j)ropo- 
sals  made  by  the  said  Colhiic  to  the  Lord  Mayor, 
Court  of  Aldermen,  and  Common  Council  of 
London,  in  pursuance  thereof,  have  hitherto  been 
ineffectual;  for  that  no  method  hath  been  taken 
to  furnish  the  poor  with  medicines  for  their  cure 
at  low  and  reasonable  rates  ;  we,  therefore,  whose 
names  are  here  underwritten,  I'ellows  and  Mem- 
bers of  tiie  said  College,  being  willing  effectually 
to  promote  so  great  a  charity,  by  the  counsel  and 
good  liking  of  the  President  and  College  de- 
clared in  their  Comitia,  hereby  (to  wit,  each  of 
us  severally  and  apart,  and  not  the  one  for  the 
other  of  us)  do  oblige  ourselves  to  pay  to  Dr. 
Thomas  Burwell,  I'ellow  and  Elect  of  the  said 
College,  the  sum  of  ten  pounds  apiece  of  lawful 
money  of  England,  by  such  proportions,  and  at 
such  times,  as  to  the  major  part  of  tiie  subscribers 
here  shall  seem  most  convenient :  which  money, 
when  received  by  the  said  Dr.  Thomas  Burwell, 
is  to  be  by  him  expended  in  preparing  and  de- 
livering medicines  to  the  poor  at  their  intrinsic 
value,  in  such  manner,  and  at  such  times,  and  by 
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such  orders  and  directions,  as  by  the  major  part 
of  the  subscribers  hereto  shall  in  writing  be  here- 
after appointed  and  directed  for  that  purpose.  In 
witness  whereof  we  have  liereunto  set  our  hands 
and  seals,  this  twenty-second  day  of  December, 
1G96. 


Tho.  Millinoton,  Prases. 
Tho.    Burwell,  Elect,  and 

Censor. 
Sam.  Collins,  Elect. 
Edw.  Browne,  Ehct. 
Rich.    Torless,  Elect,   and 

Censor. 
Edw.  Hulse,  Elect. 
Tho.  Gill,  Censor. 
Will.  Dawes,  Censor. 
Jo.  Hutton. 
Rob.  Brady. 
Hans  Sloane. 
Rich.  Morton. 
John  Hawjs. 
Cb.  Harel. 
Rich.  Robinson. 
John  Batenian. 
Walter  Mills. 
Dan.  Coxe. 
Henry  Sampson. 
Thomas  Gibson. 
Charles  Goodall. 
Edm.  King. 
Sam.  Garth. 
Barnh.  Soaine. 
Denton  Nicholas. 
Joseph  Ga^lard. 


John  Woollaston. 
Steph.  Hunt. 
Oliver  Horseman. 
Rich.  Morton,  Jun. 
David  Hamilton. 
Hen.  Morelli. 
Walter  Harris. 
William  Briggs. 
Th.  Colladon. 
Martin  Lister. 
Jo.  Colbatch. 
Bernard  Connor. 
W.  Cockburn. 
J.  Le  Feure. 
P.  Sylveslre. 
Cha.  Morton. 
Walter  Charlton. 
Phineas  Fo«ke. 
Tho.  Alvery. 
Rob.  Gray. 
John  Wright. 
James  Drake. 
Sam.  Morris. 
John  Woodward. 

Norris. 

George  Colebrook, 
Gideon  Harvey. 


The  design  of  printing  the  subscribers'  names  i: 
to  show,  that  the  late  undertaking  has  the  sanctioi 
of  a  college  act ;  and  that  it  is  not  a  project  car riea 
on  by  five  or  six  members,  as  those  that  oppose 
it  would  unjustly  insinuate. 


THE   DISPENSARY. 

•a  ^ocm  (n  Sii  CTanfos. 


—  Hanc  venlain  jietimusque  (laniiisc|ue  vicissitn. 

I  loll,  lie  Arte  Poet. 


CANTO  I. 

Spkak,  ooddfss  !  siiico'tistliou  that  best  cansttell, 
How  ancient  leagues  to  modern  discord  fell; 
And  why  physicians  were  so  cautious  grown 
Of  others'  lives,  and  lavish  of  their  o\Vn  ! 
How  by  a  journey  to  the"  Klysiun  plain 
Peace  triuni])ird,  and  old  Time  relurn'd  again. 

Not  far  from  that  most  celebrated  place, 
Where  an;iiy  Justice'  shows  her  uwful  facef 
AVhere  little  villains  must  submit  to  fate. 
That  great  ones  may  enjoy  the  world  in  state ; 
Hiere  stands  a  don^e^  majestic  to  the  sight, 

nd  sumjituous  arches  bear  its  oval  height; 

golden  globe  placed  high  with  artful  skill, 

,^ems  to  the  distant  sight,  a  gilded  pill : 

'  Old  Bailey.  *  College  of  Piiysicians. 
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This  pile  was,  by  the  pious  patroji's  aim, 
Kaised  for  a  use  as  noble  as  its  frame ; 
Nor  (lid  the  learn'd  Society  decline 
The  propagation  of  that  great  design  ; 
In  all  her  mazes  Nature's  face  they  view'd, 
And  as  she  disappear'd*,  their  search  pursued. 
Wrapp'd  in  the  shade  of  night  the  goddess  lies. 
Yet  to  the  learn'd  unveils  her  dark  disguise. 
But  shuns  the  gross  access  of  vulgar  eyes. 

Now  she  unfolds  the  faint  and  dawning  strife 
Of  infant  atoms  kindling  into  life  ; 
How  ductile  matter  new  meanders  takes. 
And  slender  trains  of  twisting  fibres  makes  : 
And  how  the  viscous  seeks  a  closer  tone, 
By  just  degrees  to  harden  into  bone ; 
While  the  more  loose  flow  from  the  vital  urn, 
And  in  full  tides  of  purple  streams  return; 
How  lambent  flames  from  life's  bright  lamps  arise. 
And  dart  in  emanations  through  the  eyes  ; 
How  from  each  sluice  a  gentle  torrent  pours, 
To  slake  a  feverish  heat  with  ambient  showers  ; 
Whence,  their  mechanic  powers,  the  spirits  claim; 
How  great  their  force,  how  delicate  their  frame; 
How  the  same  nerves  are  fashion'd  to  sustain 
The  greatest  pleasure  and  the  greatest  pain. 
Why  bilious  juice  a  golden  light  puts  on, 
And  floods  of  chyle  in  silver  currents  run  ; 
How  the  dim  speck  of  entity  began 
To'  extend  its  recent  form,  and  stretch  to  man  : 
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tliey  still  pursued. 

They  find  her  dubious  now,  and  then  as  plain, 
Here  she's  too  sparing  ;  there  profusely  vain. 
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To  how  minute  an  origin  we  owe 
Young  Amnion,  Civsar,  and  the  great  Nassau  ; 
Why  palor  looks  im|)etuous  rago  proclaim. 
And  why  chill  virgins  re<ldtn  into  tlanie; 
Why  envy  oft  transforms  with  wan  disguise. 
And  why  gay  mirth  sits  smiling  in  the  eyes; 
AH  ice  why  Lucrece,  or  Sempronia,  fire; 
Why  Southwell  rages  to  survive  desire. 
AVhence  Milo's  vigour  at  the'  Olympic's  shown, 
Wiience  tropes  to  Finch  ^  or  impudence  to  Sloane*; 
Now  matter,  by  the  varied  shape  of  pores, 
Or  idiots  frames,  or  solemn  senators. 

Hence  'tis  we  wait  the  wondrous  cause  to  find. 
How  body  acts  upon  impassive  mind: 
How  fumes  of  wine  the  thinking  part  can  fire. 
Past  hopes  revive,  and  present  joys  inspire: 
Why  our  complexions  oft  our  soul  declare. 
And  how  the  passions  in  the  features  are: 
How  touch  and  harmony  arise  between 
Corporeal  figure,  and  a  form  unseen  : 
How  quick  their  faculties  the  limbs  fulfil, 
And  act  at  every  summons  of  the  will. 
AV  ith  mighty  truths,  mysterious  to  descry, 
A^  hich  in  the  womb  of  distant  causes  lie. 

But  now  no  grand  inquiries  are  descried,  [side. 
Mean  faction  reigns,  where  knowledge  should  pre- 
Feuds  are  increas'd,  and  learning  laid  aside. 
Thus  synods  oft  concern  for  faith  conceal. 
And  for  important  nothings  show  a  zeal: 

^  This  probably  was  Daniel  Fincli,   Earl  oC  Nottingliain, 
and  Secretary  of  State  to  Queen  Anne. 

VARIATION. 

*  Why  Atticus  polite,  Brutus  severe, 

Why  Methwin  muddy,  Montague  >vliy  clear. 

22.  ^       1> 
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The  (Irooj)iiig  Sciences  neglected  pine. 
And  Piean's  beams  with  fading  lustre  shine. 
No  readers  here  with  hectic  looks  are  found, 
Nor  eyes  in  rheum,  througli  midnight-watching^ 

drown'd : 
The  lonely  edifice  in  sweats  complains 
That  nothing  there  but  sullen  silence  reigns. 

This  place,  so  fit  for  undisturb'd  repose, 
The  God  of  Sloth  for  his  asylum  chose; 
Tpon  a  couch  of  down  in  these  abodes 
Supine  with  folded  arms  he  thoughtless  nods; 
Indulging  dreams  his  godhead  lull  to  ease, 
"With  murmurs  of  soft  rills,  and  whispering  trees: 
The  poppy  and  each  numbing  plant  dispense 
Their  drowsy  virtue,  and  dull  indolence; 
No  passions  interrupt  his  easy  reign. 
No  problems  puzzle  his  lethargic  brain. 
But  dark  oblivion  guards  his  peaceful  bed. 
And  lazv  fogs  hang  lingering  o'er  his  head. 

As  at  full  length  the  pamper'd  monarch  lay 
Battening  in  ease,  and  slumbering  life  away, 
A  spiteful  noise  his  downy  chains  unties. 
Hastes  forward,  and  increases  as  it  flies. 

First  some  to  cleave  the  stubborn  flint^  ehgage, 
Till  urged  by  blows,  it  sparkles  into  rage : 
Some  temper  lute,  some  spacious  vessels  move  : 
These  furnaces  erect,  and  those  approve.. 
Here  phials  in  nice  discipline  are  set. 
There  gallipots  are  ranged  in  alphabet. 
In  this  place,  magazines  of  pills  you  spy; 
In  that,  like  forage,  herbs  in  bundles  lie ; 
"While  lifted  pestles,  brvindish'd  in  the  air. 
Descend  in  peals,  and  civil  wars  declare, 

*  Tiie  building  of  llie  Dispensary. 
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Loud  strokes,  with  poiiiKliiig  spico,  the  fabric  roiid, 
And  aromatic  clouds  in  spires  ascend. 

So  wlien  the  Cvch)|)s  oVr  tlieir  anvils  sweat, 
And  swelling  sinews  echoing  blows  re[>eat: 
From  tlie  volcanos  gross  eruptions  rise. 
And  curling  sheets  of  smoke  obscure  the  skies. 

The  slumbering  god,  amazed  at  this  new  din, 
Thrice  strove  to  rise,  and  thrice  sunk  (hiwn  again, 
Listless  he  stretch'd,  and  gaping,  rnt)"d  his  eyes. 
Then  faltir'd  thus  betwixt  half  words  and  sighs: 

'  How  iiu[)otent  a  deity  am  1  ! 
^\'ith  godhead  born,  but  cursed,  that  cannot  die! 
Through  my  indulgence,  mortals  hourly  share 
A  grateful  negligence,  and  ease  from  care. 
Lnll'd  in  my  arms,  how  long  have  1  withheld 
The  northern  nionarchs  from  the  dusty  lield ! 
How  have  I  kept  the  British  tleet  at  ease. 
From  tempting  the  rough  dangers  of  the  seas! 
llibernia  owns  the  mildness  of  my  reign. 
And  my  divinity's  adored  in  Spain. 
I  swains  to  silvan  solitudes  convey. 
Where,  stretch'd  on  mossy  beds,  they  waste  away 
In  gentle  joys  the  night,  in  vows  the  day. 
AVhat  marks  of  wondrous  clemency  I  've  shown. 
Some  reverend  worthies  of  the  gown  can  own. 
Triumphant  plenty,  with  a  cheerful  grace. 
Basks  in  their  eyes,  and  sparkles  in  their  face. 
How  sleek  their  looks,  how  goodly  is  their  mien, 
When  big  they  strut  behind  a  double  chin! 
1-lach  faculty  in  blandishments  they  lull. 
Aspiring  to  be  venerably  dull ; 
No  learu'd  debates  molest  their  downy  trance, 
Or  discompose  their  pompous  ignorance  ; 
But,  undisturb'd,  they  loiter  life  away, 
So  wither  green,  and  blossom  in  decay, 
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Deep  sunk  in  down,  they,  by  my  gentle  care. 
Avoid  the'  inclemencies  of  morning  air. 
And  leave  to  tatter'd  Crape  ^  the   drudgery  of 
prayer. 
*  Urim*  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  sense. 
Had  humour,  and  a  courteous  confidence ; 
So  spruce  he  moves,  so  gracefully  he  cocks. 
The  hallow'd  rose  declares  him  orthodox;     • 
He  pass'd  his  easy  hours,  instead  of  prayer. 
In  madrioals,  and  PhiUising  the  fair; 
Constant  at  feasts,  and  each  decorum  knew. 
And,  soon  as  the  dessert  appear'd,  withdrew : 
Always  obliging,  and  without  offence, 
And  fancied  for  his  gay  impertinence. 
But  see  how  ill  mistaken  parts  succeed; 
He  threw  ofi"  my  dominion,  and  would  read ; 
Engaged  in  controversy,  wrangled  well ; 
In  convocation  language  could  excel ; 
In  volumes  proved  the  church  without  defence. 
By  nothing  guarded,  but  by  Providence  : 
How  grace  and  moderation  disagree  ; 
And  violence  advances  charity: 
Thus  writ  till  none  would  read,  becoming  soon 
A  wretched  scribbler  of  a  rare  buflbon. 

'  Mankind  my  fond  propitious  power  has  tried. 
Too  oft  to  own,  too  much  to  be  denied. 
And  all  I  ask  are  shades  and  silent  bowers. 
To  pass  in  soft  forgetfulness  my  hours. 
Oft  have  ray  fears  some  distant  villa  chose, 
O'er  their  quietus  where  fat  Judges  doze. 
And  lull  their  cough  and  conscience  to  repose : 
Or  if  some  cloister's  refuge  I  implore, 
Where  holy  drones  o'er  dying  tapers  snore, 

'  See  Boileau's  Lutrin. 

^  Dr.  Alterbary,  afterwards  Bishop  of  Rochester. 
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Tlio  poals  of  Nassau's'  arms  thfse  eyes  unclose, 
Mine  he  molests  to  five  the  worhl  repose. 
That  ease  I  otier  witli  cuiiteiupt  lie  flies, 
His  couch  a  trench,  his  caiu)|)y  tlie  skies. 
Nor  climes  nor  seasons  his  resolves  control, 
The'  ef(uator  has  no  heat,  no  ice  the  pole, 
"With  arms  resistless  o'er  the  globe  he  flies, 
And  leaves  to  Jove  the  empire  of  the  skies.' 

]iut  as  the  slothful  god  to  yawn  begun. 
He  shook  off  the  dull  mist,  and  thus  wont  on*  : 

'  'Twas  in  this  reverend  dome  I  sought  repose, 
These  walls  were  that  asylum  I  had  chose !• 
Here  have  I  ruled,  long  undisturb'd  with  broils. 
And  laugh'd  at  heroes,  and  their  glorious  toils. 
My  annals  are  in  mouldy  mildews  wrought. 
With  easy  iusigniticance  of  thought. 
But  now  some  l)usy,  enterprising  brain. 
Invents  new  fancies  to  renew  my  pain. 
And  labours  to  dissolve  my  easy  reign.' 

'  See  Boil.  Liif. 

VARIATION. 

*  Sometime.s  amoiii;  the  Caspian  ciifTs  I  creep, 
Where  solitary  bats  and  swallows  sleep  : 
Or  if  some  cloister's  refuge  I  implore, 
Where  holy  drones  o'er  dying  tapers  snore, 
Still  Nassau's  arms  a  soft  repose  deny, 
keep  nie  awake,  and  follow  where  1  lly. 

Since  he  has  hless'd  the  weary  world  with  peace, 
And  with  a  nod  has  hid  Bellona  cease  ; 
I  sought  the  covert  of  some  peaceful  cell, 
Where  silent  shades  in  harmless  raptures  dwell ; 
That  rest  might  past  tranquillity  restore, 
And  mortal  never  interrupt  me  more. 

t  Nouglit  underneath  this  roof  but  damps  are  found, 
Nought  heard  but  drowsy  beetles  buzzing  round  : 
Spread  cobwebs  hide  the  walls,  and  dust  the  floors, 
And  midnight  silence  guards  the  noiseless  doors. 
D  2 
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With  that,  the  god  his  tlarling  Phantom  calls, 
And  from  his  faltering  lips  this  message  falls : 

'  Since  mortals  will  dispute  my  power,  I'll  try 
Who  has  the  greatest  empire,  they  or  I. 
Find  Envy  out,  some  prince's  court  attend. 
Most  likely  there  you'll  meet  the  famish'd  fiend' ; 
Or  where  dull  critics  authors'  fate  foretell; 
Or  where  stale  maids  or  meagre  eunuchs  dwell. 
Tell  the  bleak  fury  what  new  projects  reign 
Among  the  homicides  of  Warwick  Lane ; 
And  what  the  event,  unless  she  straight  inclines 
To  blast  their  hopes,  and  baffle  their  designs.' 

More  he  had  spoke,  but  sudden  vapours  rise. 
And  with  their  silken  cords  tie  down  his  eyes. 


CANTO  II. 

Soon  as  the  evening  veil'd  the  mountains  heads, 
And  winds  lay  hush'd  in  subterranean  beds; 
Whilst  sickening  flowers  drink  up  the  silver  dew, 
And  beaux,  for  some  assembly,  dress  anew ; 
The  city  saints  to  j>rayers  and  play-house  haste; 
The  rich  to  dinner,  and  the  poor  to  rest: 
Officious  Phantom  then  prepared  with  care 
To  slide  on  tender  pinions  through  the  air. 
Oft  he  attempts  the  summit  of  a  rock. 
And  oft  the  hollow  of  some  blasted  oak ; 
At  length  approaching  where  bleak  envy  lay ; 
The  hissing  of  her  snakes  proclaim'd  the  way. 

VARIATION. 
■**  Or  in  cabals,  or  camps,  or  at  the  bar. 
Or  where  ill  poets  pennjless  confer. 
Or  ill  the  senate-house  at  Westminster. 
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Beneath  the  gloomy  covert  of  a  yew, 
That  taints  the  grass  with  sickly  sweats  of  dew; 
No  verdant  l)eauty  entertains  the  sight. 
But  baneful  hendock,  and  cold  aconite ; 
In  a  dark  grot  the  baleful  haggard  lay, 
Breathing  black  vengeance,  and  infecting  day. 
But  how  deforni'd,  and  worn  with  spiteful  woes, 
Wlien  Accius  has  applause,  Dorsennus  shows. 
The  cheerful  blood  her  meagre  cheeks  forsook. 
And  basilisks  sat  brooding  in  her  look  ; 
A  bald  and  bloated  toad-stool  raised  her  head; 
The  plumes  of  boding  ravens  were  her  bed: 
I'rom  her  chap'd  nostrils  scahUng  torrents  fall. 
And  her  sunk  eyes  boil  o'er  in  floods  of  gall. 
Volcanos  labour  thus  with  inward  pains. 
Whilst  seas  of  melted  ore  lay  waste  the  plains. 

Around  the  liend  in  hideous  order  sate 
Foul  bawling  Infamy,  and  bold  Debate : 
Graft'  Discontent,  through  ignorance  misled, 
And  clamorous  I'action  at  her  party's  head: 
Restless  Sedition,  still  dissembling  fear. 
And  sly  Hypocrisy  with  pious  leer". 

Glouting  witli  sullen  spite  the  Fury  shook 
Her  clotted  locks,  and  blasted  with  each  look. 
Then  tore  with  canker'd  teeth  the  pregnant  scrolls. 
Where  Fame  the  acts  of  demi-gods  enrols. 
And,  as  the  rent-records  in  pieces  fell. 
Each  scrap  did  some  immortal  action  tell. 

This  show'd,  how  fix'd  as  fate  Torquatus  stood; 
That,  the  famed  passage  of  the  Granic  iiood ; 
The  Julian  Eagles,  here,  their  wings  display, 
And  there,  like  setting  stars,  the  Decii  lay : 

'   See  Dr^den's  Fables. 
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This  does  Caraillus  as  a  god  extol. 
That  points  at  Manhus  in  the  capitol. 
How  Codes  did  the  Tiber's  surges  brave, 
llovv  Cortius  phiiiged  into  the  gaping  grave. 
Great  Cyrus,  here,  the  Medes  and  Persians  join, 
And,  tliere,  the'  immortal  battle  of  the  Boyne. 

As  the  light  messenger  the  Fury  spied. 
Awhile  his  curdling  blood  forgot  to  ghde : 
Confusion  on  his  fainting  vitals  hung. 
And  faltering  accents  flutter'd  on  his  tongue; 
At  length,  assuming  courage,  he  convey'd 
His  errand,  then  he  shrunk  into  a  shade. 

The  hag  lay  long  revolving  what  might  be 
The  bless'd  event  of  such  an  embassy : 
Then  blazons  in  dread  smiles  her  hideous  form ; 
So  lightning  gilds  the  unrelenting  storm*. 

VARIATION. 
*  Then  she  :  '  Alas',  bow  long  in  vain  have  I 
Aini'd  at  those  noble  ills  the  Fates  deny  ? 
Within  this  isle  for  ever  must  I  tind 
Disasters  to  distract  my  restless  mind  ? 
Good  Tennison's  celestial  piety 
At  last  has  rais'd  him  to  the  sacred  see. 
Somers  does  sickening  equity  restore. 
And  helpless  orphans  are  oppress'd  lio  more. 
Pembroke  to  Britain  endless  blessings  brings; 
He  spoke  ;  and  Peace  clapp'd  her  triumphant  wings; 
Great  Ormond  shines  illustriously  bright, 
AVilh  blazes  of' hereditary  right. 
The  noble  ardour  of  a  royal  fire 
Inspires  the  generous  breast  of  Devonshire. 
And  Macclesfield  is  active  to  defend 
His  country  with  the  zeal  he  loves  his  friend. 
Like  Leda's  radiant  sons  divinely  clear, 
Portland  and  Jersey,  deck'd  in  rays  appear. 
To  gild  by  turns  the  Gallic  hemisphere  ; 
Worth  in  distress  is  rais'd  by  Montague  ; 
Augustus  listens  if  Maecenas  sue  ; 
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Thus  she — *  Mankind  are  bless'd,  they  riot  still 
Unbounded  in  exorliitance  of  ill. 
By  devastation  the  rough  warrior  gains, 
And  farmers  fatten  most  when  famine  reigns ; 
For  sickly  seasons  tiie  physicians  wait, 
And  politicians  thrive  in  broils  of  state ; 
The  lover's  easy  when  the  fair  one  sighs, 
And  gods  subsist  not  but  by  sacrilice. 

'  Each  other  being  some  indulgence  knows  : 
Few  are  my  joys,  but  infinite  my  woes. 
My  present  pain  IJritannia's  Genius  wills. 
And  thus  the  Fates  record  my  future  ills. 

'  A  heroine  shall  Albion's  sceptre  bear. 
With  arms  shall  vanquish  earth,  and  heaven  with 

prayer. 
She  on  the  world  her  clemency  shall  shower, 
And  only  to  preserve,  exert  her  power. 
Tyrants  shall  then  their  impious  aims  forbear, 
And  Blenheim's  thunder  more  than  iEtna's  fear^ 

'  Since  by  no  arts  I  therefore  can  defeat 
The  happy  enterprises  of  the  great, 
I'll  calmly  stoop  to  more  inferior  things. 
And  try  if  my  loved  snakes  have  teeth  or  stings.' 

She  said ;  and  straight  shrill  Colon's^  person  took, 
In  morals  loose,  but  most  precise  in  look. 
Blackfriars  annals  lately  plcasod  to  call 
Ilim,  \>'ardeu  of  Apothecaries-hall. 

'  In  ^tna  were  forged  the  thanderholts  which  Jove  em- 
ployed against  tlie  ambition  of  the  giants. 
■*  Birch,  an  apothecary. 

VARIATION. 

And  Vernon's  vigilance  no  slumber  takes, 

Wliilsl  faction  peeps  abroad,  and  anarchy  awakes.' 


t>f^i  n^^y 
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And,  wlien  so  dignified,  did  not  forbear 
That  operation  which  the  learn'd  declare 
Gives  colics  ease,  and  makes  the  ladies  fair. 
In  trilling  show  his  tinsel  talent  lies, 
And  form  the  want  of  intellects  supplies. 
In  aspect  grand  and  goodly  he  appears. 
Revered  as  patriarchs  in  primeval  years. 
Hourly  his  learn'd  impertinence  aftbrds 
A  barren  superfluity  of  words*; 
The  patient's  ears  remorseless  he  assails, 
Slurders  with  jargon  where  his  medicine  fails. 

The  I'ury  thus  assuming  Colon's  grace. 
So  slung  her  arms,  so  shuttled  in  her  pace. 
Onward  she  hastens  to  the  famed  abodes, 
Where  Horoscope*  invokes  the'  infernal  gods; 
And,  reach'd  the  mansion  where  the  vulgar  run. 
Tor  ruin  throng,  and  pay  to  be  undone. 

This  visionary  various  projects  tries, 
And  knows,  that  to  be  rich  is  to  be  wise. 
By  useful  observations  he  can  tell 
The  sacred  charms  that  in  true  sterling  dwell. 
How  gold  makes  a  patrician  of  a  slave, 
A  dwarf  an  Atlas,  a  Thersites  brave. 
It  cancels  all  defects,  and  in  their  place 
Fhids  sense  in  Brownlow,  charms  in  Lady  Grace' 
It  guides  the  fancy,  and  directs  the  mind  ; 
No  bankrupt  ever  found  a  fair  one  kind. 

So  truly  Horoscope  its  virtues  knows. 
To  this  loved  idol  'tis,  alone,  he  bows  ; 

■•  Houglitoii,  an  apotbecaiy.         *  Lady  Grace  Pierpoint, 

VARIATION. 

*   In  liaste  he  strides  along  to  recompense 

Tlie  want  of  business  with  its  vain  pretence, 
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And  fancies  such  bright  hcrahhy  can  prove 
The  vile  plebeian  but  the  thinl  IVoin  Jove. 

L<)ii<;'  has  he  been  of  that  ani])liil)i()ii.s  fry, 
]J()I<1  to  prescribe,  and  busy  to  applv. 
J  lis  slir)|)  tiie  ga/inti'  vuliiar's  eyes  employs 
\\  itii  foreign  trinkets,  and  domestic  toys  : 
Here  mummies  lay,  most  reverendly  stale, 
And  there,  the  tortoise  hung  her  coat  of  mail; 
Not  far  from  some  huge  shark's  devouring  head 
The  flying-fish  their  iinny  pinions  spread. 
Aloft  it)  lows  large  poppy  heads  were  strung. 
And  near,  a  scaly  alligator  hung: 
In  this  place,  drugs  in  musty  heaps  decay'd ; 
In  that,  dried  bladders  and  drawn  teeth  were  laid. 

An  inner  room  receives  the  numerous  shoals 
Of  such  as  pay  to  be  reputed  fools. 
Globes  stand  by  globes,  volumes  on  volumes  lie. 
And  planetary  schemes  amuse  the  eye. 
The  sage,  in  velvet  chair,  here  lolls  at  ease^ 
To  promise  future  health  for  |)resent  fees. 
Then,  as  from  tripod,  solemn  shams  reveals, 
And  what  the  stars  know  nothing  of,  foretels. 

One  asks  how  soon  Panthea  may  be  won. 
And  longs  to  feel  the  marriage  fetters  on ; 
Others,  convinced  by  uielancholy  proof, 
Incpiire  when  courteous  lates  will  strike  them  off. 

Some  by  what  means  they  may  redress  their 
wrong. 
When  fathers  the  possession  keep  too  long. 
And  some  would  know  the  issue  of  their  cause. 
And  whether  gold  can  solder  up  its  flaws. 
Poor  pregnant  Lais  his  advice  would  have, 
To  los(;  by  art  what  fruitfid  nature  gave; 
And  l*ortia,  old  in  expection  grown, 
Laments  her  barren  curse,  ;ftul  begs  a  son. 


40  GARTH. 

Whilst  Iris  his  cosmetic  wash  would  try. 
To  make  her  bloom  revive,  and  lovers  die. 
Some  ask  for  charms,  and  others  philters  choose. 
To  gain  Corinna,  and  their  quartans  lose. 
Young  Hylas,botch'd  with  stains  too  foul  to  name, 
In  cradle  here  renews  his  youthful  frame; 
Cloy'd  with  desire,  and  surfeited  with  charms, 
A  hot-house  he  prefers  to  Julia's  arras: 
And  old  Lucullus  would  the'  arcanum  prove. 
Of  kindling  in  cold  veins  the  sparks  of  love. 
Bleak  Envy  these  dull  frauds  with  pleasure  sees. 
And  wonders  at  the  senseless  mysteries. 
In  Colon's  voice  she  thus  calls  out  aloud 
On  Horoscope,  environ'd  by  the  crowd : 

*  Forbear,  forbear,  thy  vain  amusements  cease. 
Thy  woodcocks  from  their  gins  awhile  release  ; 
And  to  that  dire  misfortune  listen  well, 
Which  thou  should'st  fear  to  know,  or  I  to  tell. 
'Tis  true,  thou  ever  wast  esteem'd  by  me 
The  great  Alcides  of  our  company. 
When  we  with  noble  scorn  resolved  to  ease 
Ourselves  from  all  parochial  offices  ; 
And  to  our  wealthier  patients  left  the  care 
And  draggled  dignity  of  scavenger; 
Such  zeal  in  that  affair  thou  didst  express. 
Nought  could  be  equal,  but  the  great  success. 
Now  call  to  mind  thy  generous  prowess  past. 
Be  what  thou  should'st,  by  thinkin  g  what  thou  wast ; 
The  faculty  of  Warwick  Lane  design. 
If  not  to  storm,  at  least  to  undermine.       [crowd. 
Their  gates  each  day  ten  thousand    night-caps 
And  mortars  utter  their  attempts  aloud. 
If  they  should  once  unmask  our  mystery, 
Each  nurse,  ere  long,  would  be  as  learn'd  as  we ; 
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Our  art  exposed  to  every  vulgar  eye, 

And  none,  in  complaisance  to  us,  would  die. 

"What  if  we  claim  tlitir  riiiht  to'  assassinate, 

Must  they  needs  turn  apothecaries  straight? 

Prevent  it,  gods  !  all  stratagems  we  try. 

To  crowd  with  new  inhabitants  your  sky. 

'Tis  we  who  wait  the  Destinies  command, 

To  purge  the  troubled  air,  and  weed  the  land. 

And  dare  the  College  insolently  aim 

To  e(|ual  our  tVat<  rnity  in  tame? 

Then  let  crabs-eyes  with  peorl  for  virtue  try. 

Or  llighgate  Hill  with  lofty  Pindus  vie; 

So  glow-worms  may  compare  with  Titan's  beams, 

And  Hare-court  pump  with  Aganippe's  streams. 

'  Our  manufactures  now  they  meanly  sell. 
And  their  true  value  treacherously  tell ; 
Nay,  they  discover  too,  their  spite  is  such, 
That  health,  than  crowns  more  valued,  costs  not 

much  * ; 
Whilst  we  must  steer  our  conduct  by  these  rules, 
To  cheat  as  tradesmen,  or  to  starve  as  fools.' 

At   this,   famed  Horoscope  turn'd   pale,   and 
straight 
In  silence  tumbled  from  his  chair  of  state  ; 
The  crowd  in  great  confusion  sought  the  door, 
And  left  the  Magus  fainting  on  the  floor. 
AVhilst  in  his  breast  the  fury  breath'd  a  storm. 
Then  sought  her  cell,  and  reassumed  her  fonn. 
Thus  from  the  sore  although  the  insect  flies. 
It  leaves  a  brood  of  maggots  in  disguise. 
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*   Whilst  we,  at  our  expense,  must  persevere. 
And,  for  another  world,  be  ruiu'd  here. 
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Officious  Squirt  in  haste  forsook  his  shop^ 
To  succour  the  expiring  Jr[oroscope. 
Oft  he  essay'd  the  Magus  to  restore, 
By  salt  of  succinum's  prevailing  power ; 
Yet  still  supine  the  solid  lumber  lay, 
An  image  of  scarce  animated  clay; 
Till  Fates,  indulgent  when  disasters  call. 
By  Squirt's  nice  hand  applied  a  urinal ; 
The  wight  no  sooner  did  the  steam  receive. 
But  roused,  and  bless'd  the  stale  restorative. 
The  springs  of  life  their  former  vigour  feel. 
Such  zeal  he  had  for  that  vile  utensil. 

So  when  the  great  Pelides  Thetis  found. 
He  knew  the  sea-weed  scent,  and  the'  azure  god- 
dess own'd. 
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All  night  the  sage  in  pensive  tumults  lay. 
Complaining  of  the  slow  approach  of  day  ; 
Oft  turn'd  him  round,  and  strove  to  think  no  more 
Of  what  shrill  Colon  said  the  day  before. 
Cowslips  and  poppies  o'er  his  eyes  he  spread. 
And  Salmon's  works  he  laid  beneath  his  head. 
But  those  bless'd  opiates  still  in  vain  he  tries, 
Sleep's  gentle  image  his  embraces  flies : 
Tumultuous  cares  lay  rolling  in  his  breast. 
And  thus  his  anxious  thoughts  the  sage  express'd  : 

'  Oft  has  this  planet  roll'd  around  the  sun. 
Since  to  consult  the  skies  I  first  begun  : 
Such  my  applause,  so  mighty  my  success. 
Some  granted  my  predictions  more  than  guess. 
But,  doubtful  as  1  am,  I'll  entertain 
This  faith,  there  can  be  no  mistake  in  gain : 
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For  the  iliiU  world  most  honour  pay  to  those 

Who  on  their  understanding  most  iniposo. 

First  man  creates,  and  then  he  tears  tlie  elf. 

Thus  othfirs  cheat  him  not,  but  he  himself; 

He  loaths  the  substance,  and  he  loves  the  show ; 

You  'U  ne'er  convince  a  fool,  himself  is  so  : 

He  hates  realities,  and  hugs  the  cheat, 

And  still  the  only  pleasure  's  the  deceit. 

So  meteors  flatter  with  a  dazzling  dye 

Which  no  existence  has,  but  in  the  eye. 

As  distant  prospects  please  us,  but  when  near, 

We  lind  but  desert  rocks,  and  fleeting  air. 

From  stratagem  to  stratagem  we  run. 

And  he  knows  most,  who  latest  is  undone. 

Mankind  one  day  serene  and  free  appear; 
The  next,  they  're  cloudy,  sullen,  and  severe : 
New  passions,  new  opinions  still  excite, 
And  what  they  like  at  noon,  they  leave  at  night. 
They  gain  with  labour  what  they  quit  with  ease, 
And  health,  for  want  of  change,  becomes  disease. 
Religion's  bright  authority  they  dare. 
And  yet  arc  slaves  to  superstitious  fear. 
Tliey  counsel  others,  but  themselves  deceive. 
And  though  they're  cozen'd  still,  they  still  believe. 

So  false  their  censure,  tickle  their  esteem, 
This  hour  they  worship;  and  the  next  blaspheme. 

Shall  1  then,  who  with  penetrating  sight 
Inspect  the  springs  that  guide  each  appetite ; 
Who  with  unfathom'd  searches  hourly  pierce 
The  dark  recesses  of  the  universe, 
Be  awed,  if  puny  emmets  would  oppress  ; 
Or  fear  their  fury,  or  their  name  caress  ? 
If  all  the  fiends  that  in  low  darkness  reign, 
Be  not  the  fictions  of  a  sickly  brain. 
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That  project,  the  Dispensary'  they  call, 
Before  the  moon  can  bhnit  her  horns,  shall  fall. 

With  that,  a  glance  from  mild  Aurora's  eyes 
Shoots  through  the  crystal  kingdoms  of  the  skies: 
The  savage  kind  in  forests  cease  to  roam. 
And  sots  oercharged  with  nauseous   loads  reel 
home.  [pair ; 

Drums,  trumpets,  hautboys  wake  the  slumbering 
Whilst  bridegroom  sighs,  and  thinks  the  bride  less 
fair,  [spread. 

Light's  cheerful  smiles  o'er  the'  azure  waste  are 
And  Miss  from  Inns  o'  Court  bolts  out,  unpaid  ; 
The  sage,  transported  at  the'  approaching  hour. 
Imperiously  thrice  thunder'd  on  the  floor ; 
Officious  Squirt  that  moment  had  access. 
His  trust  was  great,  his  vigilance  no  less. 
To  him  thus  Horoscope: — 

*  My  kind  companion  in  this  dire  affair, 
Wliich  is  more  light,  since  you  assume  a  share ; 
Fly  with  what  haste  you  used  to  do  of  old, 
W^hen  clyster  was  in  danger  to  be  cold: 
With  expedition  on  the  beadle  call. 
To  summon  all  the  Company  to  the'  Hall. 

Away  the  friendly  coadjutor  flies. 
Swift  as  from  phial  steams  of  hartshorn  rise. 
The  Magus,  in  the  interim,  mumbles  o'er 
Vile  terms  of  art  to  some  infernal  power. 
And  draws  mysterious  circles  on  the  floor. 
But  from  the  gloomy  vault  no  glaring  sprite 
Ascends,  to  blast  the  tender  bloom  of  light : 
No  mystic  sounds,  from  Hell's  detested  womb. 
In  dusky  exhalations  upward  come. 

'  Medicines  made  up  there,  for  the  use  of  the  poor. 
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And  now  to  raise  an  altar  ho  ikcrees, 
To  that  dovouring-  harpy  call'd  Disease. 
Then  Howois  in  canisters  he  hastes  to  bring, 
The  wither'd  product  of  a  bhf-hted  spring  : 
With  cold  solanuMi  from  the  l*ontic  shore, 
The  roots  of  nuindrake  and  black  hellebore, 
The  griper  senna,  and  the  puker  rue, 
The  sweetener  sassafras  are  added  too ; 
And  on  the  structure  next  he  heaps  a  load 
Of  sulphur,  turpentine,  and  mastic  wood  : 
(iunis,  fossils  loo,  the  pyraniitl  increased; 
A  niuniniy  next,  once  monarch  of  the  east. 
Then,  from  the  compter  he  takes  down  the  file. 
And  with  prescriptions  lights  the  solemn  pde. 
Feebly  the  Hames  on  clumsy  wings  aspire, 
And  smothering  fogs  of  smoke  benight  the  fire. 
With  sorrow  he  beheld  the  sad  portent. 
Then  to  the  hag  these  orisons  he  sent : 

♦  Disease !  thou  ever  most  propitious  power. 
Whose  kind  indidgence  we  discern  each  hour*: 
Thou  well  canst  boast  thy  numerous  pedigree. 
Begot  by  Sloth,  maintain'd  by  Luxury. 

In  gilded  palaces  thy  prowess  reigns. 

But  flies  the  humble  sheds  of  cottage  swains. 

To  you  such  might  and  energy  belong, 

You  nip  the  blooming,  and  unnerve  the  strong. 

The  purple  conqueror  in  chains  you  bind. 

And  are  to  us,  your  vassals,  only  kind. 

*  If,  in  return,  all  diligence  we  pay 

To  fix  your  empire,  and  confirm  your  sway. 
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*  Thou  that  would'st  lay  whole  states  and  regions  waste, 
Sooner  than  we,  thy  cormorants,  should  fast. 

E2 
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Far  as  the  weekly-bills  can  reach  around, 

From  Kent-street  end  to  tamed  St.  Giles's  pound ; 

Behold  this  poor  libation  with  a  smile, 

And  let  auspicious  liglit  break  through  the  pile.' 

He  spoke ;  and  on  the  pyramid  he  laid 
Bay  leaves  and  vipers'  hearts,  and  thus  he  said  : 
*  As  these  consume  in  this  mysterious  fire. 
So  let  the  cursed  Dispensary '  expire  ! 
And  as  those  crackle  in  the  Hames,  and  die, 
So  let  its  vessels  burst,  and  glasses  fly  !' 
But  a  sinister  cricket  straight  was  heard. 
The  altar  fell,  the  offering  disappear'd  : 
As  the  famed  wight  the  omen  did  regret, 
Squirt  brought  the  news  the  Company  was  met. 
Nigh  where   Fleet-ditch    descends  in   sable 
streams. 
To  wash  his  sooty  Naiads  in  the  Thames, 
There  stands  a  structure '  on  a  rising  hill, 
AVhere  Tyros  take  their  freedom  out  to  kill. 
Some  pictures  in  these  dreadful  shambles  tell. 
How,  by  the  Dehan  god,  the  Pithon  fell; 
And  how  Medea  did  the  philter  brew. 
That  could  in  /Fson's  veins  young  force  renew ; 
How  mournful  Myrrha+  for  her  crimes  appears, 
And  heals  hysteric  matrons  still  with  tears  : 
How  Mentha  and  Althea,  nymphs  no  more. 
Revive  in  sacred  plants,  and  health  restore  ; 
Flow  sanguine  swains  their  amorous  hours  repent, 
M  hen  pleasure's  past,  and  pains  are  permanent ; 
And  how  frail  nymphs,  oft  by  abortion,  aim 
To  lose  a  substance,  to  preserve  a  name. 

Soon  as  each  member  in  his  rank  was  placed, 
The'  assembly  Diasenna^  thus  address'd; 

*  See  the  allnsioii,  Theoc.  Pliaim.  ^  Apothecary's  Hall. 

■•  See  Ov.  Met.  ^  Gilstorp,  au  apothecary. 
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*  My  kind  confederates,  if  my  poor  intent. 
As  'tis  sincere,  had  been  but  prevalent, 
We  here  liad  met  on  some  more  safe  design, 
And  on  no  other  business  but  to  dine  ; 
The  Faculty  had  still  niaintain'd  their  sway. 
And  interest  then  had  bid  us  but  obey  ; 
This  only  emulation  we  had  known, 
"Who  best  could  fill  his  purse,  and  thin  the  town. 
But  now  from  gathcrin;;-  clouds  destruction  pours, 
^V'hich  ruins  with  mad  rage  our  halcyon  hours  ; 
Mists  from  black  jealousies  the  tempest  form, 
"Whilst  late  divisions  reinforce  the  storm. 
Know,  when  these  feuds,  like  those  at  law,  are  past. 
The  winners  will  be  losers  at  the  last, 
like  heroes  in  sea-fights  we  seek  renown, 
To  fire  some  hostile  ship,  we  burn  our  own. 
Whoe'er  throws  dust  against  the  wind,  descries 
He  throws  it,  in  etfect,  l)ut  in  his  eyes. 
That  juggler  which  another's  slight  will  show. 
But  teaches  how  the  world  his  own  may  know. 

'  Thrice  happy  were  those  golden  days  of  old. 
When,  dear  as  Burgundy,  ptisans  were  sold ; 
AVhen  patients  chose  to  die  with  better  will 
Than  breathe,  and  pay  the'  apothecary's  bill : 
And  cheaper  than  tor  our  assistance  call. 
Might  go  to  Aix  or  Bourbon,  spring  and  fall. 
Then  priests  increased,  and  piety  decay 'd.. 
Churchmen  the  church's  purity  betray 'd. 
Their  lives  and  doctrine,  slaves  and  atheists  made. 
The  laws  were  but  the  hireling  judge's  sense; 
Juries  were  sway'd  by  venal  evidence : 
Fools  were  promoted  to  the  council-board. 
Tools  to  the  benqh,  and  bullies  to  the  sword. 
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Pensions  in  private  were  the  senate's  aim; 
And  patriots,  for  a  place,  abandon'd  fame. 

'  But  now  no  influencing  art  remains. 
For  Somers  has  the  seal,  and  Nassau  reigns; 
And  we,  in  spite  of  our  resolves,  must  bow, 
And  suffer  by  a  reformation  too*. 
For  now  late  jars  Our  practices  detect. 
And  mines,  when  once  discover'd,  lose  effect. 
Dissensions,  like  small  streams,  are  first  begun, 
Scarce  seen  they  rise,  but  gather  as  they  run : 
So  lines  that  froni  their  parallel  decline, 
INIore  they  proceed,  the  more  they  still  disjoin. 
'Tis  therefore  my  advice,  in  haste  we  send, 
And  beg  the  Faculty  to  be  our  friend ; 
Send  swarms  of  patients,  and  our  quarrels  end  f 
So,  awful  beadles,  if  the  vagrant  treat. 
Straight  turn  familiar,  and  their  fasces  quit. 
In  vain  we  but  contend,  that  planet's  power 
Those  vapours  can  disperse  it  raised  before.' 

As  he  prepared  the  mischief  to  recite. 
Keen  Colocynthus*  paused  and  foara'd  with  spite. 
Sour  ferments  on  his  shining  surface  swim. 
Work  up  to  froth,  and  bubble  o'er  the  brim : 
Not  beauties  fret  so  much  if  freckles  come. 
Or  nose  should  redden  in  the  drawing-room ; 

^  Dare,  an  apothecary. 

y 
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*  Bat  now  late  jars  our  practices  detect, 

For  mijies,  wlien  once  discover'd,  lose  the'  effect. 
Dissensions,  like  small  streams,  are  lirst  begun, 
Scarce  seen,  they  rise,  but  gather  as  they  run. 
So  lines  that  from  their  parallel  decline. 
More  they  advance,  the  more  they  still  disjoin. 
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<  )r  l()v<rs  tliat  mistake  the'  appointed  hour, 
Or  ill  the  hicky  niiiiiite  want  tl»e  power. 

Thus  he — '  Thou  scandal  of  f>  i  eat  Pican's  art, 
At  thy  approach  the  springs  of  nature  start, 
The  nerves  unbrace  :  nay,  at  the  sight  of  thee, 
A  scratch  turns  cancer,  itch  a  hprosy. 
Could'st  thou  propose,  tluit  we,  tlie  friends  of  fates, 
\>'ho  fill  churchyards,  and  who  unpeople  states, 
A\  ho  l);itile  nature,  aiul  dispose  of  lives, 
^\  liilst  Kussel ^  as  we  please,  or  starves,  orthrives, 
Should  e'er  submit  to  their  despotic  will. 
Who  out  of  consultation  scarce  can  kill  ? 
The  towering  Alps  shall  sooner  sink  to  vales. 
And  leeches,  in  our  glasses,  swell  to  whales; 
Or  Norwich  trade  in  instruments  of  steel. 
And  Birmingham  in  stuff's  and  druggets  deal! 
Alleys  at  \>  apping  furnish  us  new  modes, 
And  Monmouth  Street,   Versailles  with  riding- 
hoods  ; 
The  sick  to  the'  Hundreds  in  pale  throngs  repair. 
And  change  the  Gravel-pits  for  Kentish  air. 
Our  properties  must  on  our  arms  depend  ; 
'Tis  next  to  conquer,  bravely  to  defend. 
'Tis  to  the  vulgar,  death  too  harsh  appears  ; 
The  ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  fears. 

*  To  die,  is  landing  on  some  silent  shore. 
Where  billows  never  break,  nor  tempests  roar  : 
Ere  well  we  feel  the  friendly  stroke,  'tis  o'er. 
The  wise  through  thought  the' insults  of  death  defy; 
The  fools,  through  bless'd  insensibility. 
Tis  what  the  guilty  fear,  the  pious  crave  ; 
Soughtby  the  wretch,  and  vancjuisli'd  by  the  brave. 
It  eases  lovers,  sets  the  captive  free  ; 
And,  though  a  tyrant,  offers  liberty. 

^  A  celebrated  undertaker  of  funerals. 
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'  Sound  but  to  arras,  the  foe  shall  soon  confess 
Our  force  increases,  as  our  funds  grow  less ; 
And  what  required  such  industry  to  raise, 
We'll  scatter  into  nothing  as  we  please. 
Thus  they'll  acknowledge,  to  annihilate 
Shows  no  less  wondrous  power  than  to  create. 
We  '11  raise  our  numerous  cohorts,  and  oppose 
The  feeble  forces  of  our  pigmy  foes; 
Legions  of  quacks  shall  join  us  on  the  place, 
From  great  Kirleus  down  to  Doctor  Case*. 
Though  such  vile  rubbish  sink,  yet  we  shall  rise ; 
Directors  still  secure  the  greatest  prize. 
Such  poor  supports  serve  only  like  a  stay; 
The  tree  once  fix'd,  its  rest  is  torn  away. 

*  So  patriots,  in  time  of  peace  and  ease. 
Forget  the  fury  of  the  late  disease  ; 

On  dangers  past,  serenely  think  no  more. 

And  curse  the  hand  that  heal'd  the  wound  before. 

*  Arm  therefore,  gallant  friends,  'tis  honour's  call ; 
Or  let  us  boldly  tight,  or  bravely  fall.' 

To  this  the  session  seem'd  to  give  consent, 
Much  liked  the  war,  but  dreaded  much  the'  event. 
At  length,  the  growing  ditterence  to  compose. 
Two  brothers,  named  Ascarides',  arose. 
Both  had  the  volubility  of  tongue, 
In  meaning  faint,  but  in  opinion  strong. 
To  speak  they  both  assumed  a  like  pretence ; 
The  elder  gain'd  his  just  preeminence. 

Thus  he  :  '  Tis  true,  when  privilege  and  right 
Are  once  invaded,  honour  bids  us  fight ; 

^  Dr.  Case  was  a  noted  practitioner  in  pliysic  and  astrology; 
and  is  said  to  have  got  more  by  a  distich  aflixed  to  his  pill- 
boxes than  Dryden  did  by  all  his  works. 

"  The  Pearces,  apothecaries. 


C.  III.  THE  DISPENSARY.  51 

But  ere  we  once  engage  in  honour's  cause. 
First  know  what  honour  is,  and  whence  it  was. 

'  Scornd  by  the  base,  'tis  courted  by  tlie  brave. 
The  liero's  tyrant,  and  the  coward's  slave. 
Born  in  the  noisy  camp,  it  hves  on  air. 
And  both  exists  by  hope  and  by  despair. 
Angry  whene'er  a  moment's  ease  we  gain, 
And  reconcih'd  at  our  returns  of  pain. 
It  Hves,  when  in  death's  arms  the  hero  Ues : 
But  when  his  safety  he  consults,  it  dies. 
Bigoted  to  this  idol,  we  disclaim 
Best,  health,  and  ease,  tor  nothing  but  a  name. 

'  Then  let  us,  to  the  field  before  we  move, 
Know,  if  the  gods  our  enterprise  approve. 
Suppose  the'  unthinking  faculty  unveil 
What  we,  through  wiser  conduct,  would  conceal: 
Is  't  reason  we  should  quarrel  with  the  glass 
That  shows  the  monstrous  features  of  our  face? 
Or  grant  some  grave  pretenders  have  of  late 
Thought  fit  an  innovation  to  create  ; 
Soon  they  '11  repent  what  rashly  they  begun : 
Though  projects  please,  projectors  are  undone. 
All  novelties  must  this  success  expect, 
When  good,  our  envy  ;  and  when  bad,  neglect*; 
If  reason  could  direct,  ere  now  each  gate 
Had  borne  some  trophy  of  triumphal  state. 
Temples  had  told  how  Greece  and  Belgia  owe 
Troy  and  Namur  to  Jove  and  to  Nassau. 

'  Then  since  no  veneration  is  allow'd. 
Or  to  the  real,  or  the'  appearing  good  ; 
Tlie  project  that  we  vainly  apprehend. 
Must,  as  it  blindly  rose,  as  vilely  end. 

VARIATION. 

*   If  tilings  of  use  were  valued,  there  had  been 
Some  workhouse  where  the  Monument  is  seen. 
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Some  members  of  the  Faculty  there  are, 
Who  interest  prudently  to  oaths  prefer. 
Our  friendship  with  fcign'd  airs  they  poorly  court, 
And  boast  their  politics  are  our  support. 
Them  we'll  consult  about  this  enterprise, 
And  boldly  execute  what  they  advise.' 

But  from  below,  while  such  resolves  they  took, 
Some  Aurum  Fulmiiians  the  fabric  shook'°. 
The  champions,  daunted  at  the  crack,  retreat, 
Regard  their  safety,  and  their  rage  forget. 

So  when  at  Bathos  earth's  big  offspring  strove 
To  scale  the  skies,  and  wage  a  war  with  Jove ; 
Soon  as  the  ass  of  old  Silenus  bray'd. 
The  tremblino-  rebels  in  confusion  fled. 


CANTO  IV. 

Not  far  from  that  frequented  theatre. 

Where  wandering  punks  each  night  at  five  repair; 

W^here  purple  emperors  in  buskins  tread. 

And  rule  imaginary  worlds  for  bread ; 

Where  Bentley,  by  old  writers,  wealthy  grew, 

And  Briscoe'  lately  was  undone  by  new: 

There  triumphs  a  physician  of  renown. 

To  none,  but  such  as  rust  in  health,  unknown. 

None  e'er  was  placed  more  fitly  to  impart 

His  known  experience,  and  his  healing  art. 

When  Burgess  deafens  all  the  hstening  press 

V/ith  peals  of  most  seraphic  emptiness; 

Or  when  mysterious  Freeman  mounts  on  high. 

To  preach  his  parish  to  a  lethargy ; 

'"  The  room  the  apothecaries  meet  in,  is  over  the  Laborator}'- 
'  Bentlej  and  Briscoe  were  two  booksellers. 
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This  TliSCulapiiis  wnits  lianl  hy,  to  ease 
The  martyrs  ol'siieli  C'liristiaii  cruelties. 

Lonti  has  this  (hiihiit;  (pKirlcr  ot"  the  town 
For  lewdness,  wit,  aiul  gaiUiiitry  been  known. 
All  sorts  meet  here,  of  whatsoe'er  degree. 
To  blend  and  justic  into  harmony. 
The  critics  eacii  adventurous  author  scan, 
And  praise  or  censure,  as  they  like  the  man. 
The  weeds  of  writin<>,s  for  the  tiowers  they  cull : 
So  nicely  tasteless,  so  correctly  dull ! 
The  politicians  of  Parnassus  prate. 
And  poets  canvass  the  affairs  of  state  ; 
The  cits  ne'er  talk  of  trade  and  stock,  but  tell 
How  Virgil  writ,  how  bravely  'J'urnus  fell. 
The  country  dames  drive  to  llippolito's, 
First  find  a  spark,  and  after  lose  a  nose. 
The  lawyer  for  laced  coat  the  robe  does  (juit, 
He  grows  a  madman,  and  then  turns  a  wit. 
And  in  the  cloister  pensive  Strephon  waits. 
Till  Chloe's  hackney  comes,  and  then  retreats  ; 
And  if  the'  ungenerous  nymph  a  shaft  lets  tiy. 
More  fatally  than  from  a  sparkling  eye, 
Mirmillo',  that  fam'd  Opifer,  is  nigh. 

The  trading  tribe  oft  thither  throng  to  dine, 
And  want  of  elbow-room  supply  in  wine. 
Cloy'd  with  variety,  they  surfeit  there. 
Whilst  the  wan  patients  on  thin  gruel  fare. 
'Twas  here  the  champions  of  the  i)arty  met, 
Of  their  heroic  enterprise  to  treat. 
Each  hero  a  tremendous  air  put  on. 
And  stern  Mirmillo  in  these  words  begun  : 

'  'Tis  with  concern,  my  friends,  1  meet  you  here ; 
No  grievance  you  can  know,  but  I  must  share. 

«  Dr.  Gibbons. 
22.  P 
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'Tis  plain,  tny  interest  you  Ve  advanced  so  long, 
Each  fee,  though  I  was  mute,  would  find  a  tongue. 
And,  in  return,  though  I  have  strove  to  rend 
Those  statutes,  which  on  oath  I  should  defend  ; 
Such  arts  are  trifles  to  a  generous  mind  : 
Great  services,  as  great  returns  should  find. 
And  you  '11  perceive,  this  hand,  when  glory  calls. 
Can  brandish  arms  as  well  as  urinals. 

'  Oxford  and  all  her  passing  bells  can  tell. 
By  this  right  arm  !  what  mighty  numbers  fell. 
Whilst  others  meanly  ask'd  whole  months  to  slay, 
I  oft  dispatch'd  the  patient  in  a  day  : 
With  pen  io  hand  I  push'd  to  that  degree, 
I  scarce  had  left  a  wretch  to  give  a  fee. 
Some  fell  by  laudanum,  and  some  by  steel. 
And  death  in  ambush  lay  in  every  pill : 
For  save  or  slay,  this  privilege  we  claim, 
Though  credit  suffers,  the  reward's  the  same. 

*  What  though  the  art  of  healing  we  pretend, 
He  that  designs  it  least  is  most  a  friend. 
Into  the  right  we  err,  and  must  confess 
To  oversights  we  often  owe  success. 
Thus  Bessus  got  the  battle  in  the  play ; 
His  glorious  cowardice  restored  the  day. 
So  the  famed  Grecian  piece '  ow'd  its  desert 
To  chance,  and  not  the  labour'd  strokes  of  art. 

'  Physicians,  if  they  're  wise,  should  never  think 
Of  any  arms  but  such  as  pen  and  ink : 
But  the'  enemy,  at  their  expense,  shall  find 
When  honour  calls,  I'll  scorn  to  stay  behind.' 

He  said ;  and  seal'd  the'  engagement  with  a  kiss, 
Which  was  returned  by  younger  Ascaris''; 
Who  thus  advanced :  '  Each  word,  sir,  you  impart. 
Has  something  killing  in  it,  like  your  art. 

-  The  picture  of  Jalisus  by  Protogenenes.     ■•  Mr.  Parrot. 
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How  mucli  we  to  your  boundless  friendship  owe, 

Our  files  can  speak,  and  your  prescriptions  show. 

Your  ink  descends  in  such  excessive  showers, 

'Tis  plain,  you  can  regard  no  health  but  ours. 

AVhilst  poor  pretenders  puzzle  o'er  a  case. 

You  but  appear,  and  give  the  coup  dc  f/race. 

O  that  near  Xanthus'^  banks  you  had  but  dwelt. 

When  Ilium  first  Achaian  fury  felt, 

The  horned  river  then  had  cursed  in  vain     [slain. 

Young  Peleus'  arm,  that  choked  his  stream  with 

No  trophies  you  had  left  for  Greeks  to  raise; 

Their  ten  years  toil  you'd  finish'd  in  ten  days. 

Pate  smiles  on  your  attempts,  and  when  you  hst. 

In  vain  the  cowards  fly,  or  brave  resist. 

Then  let  us  arm,  we  need  not  fear  success; 

No  labours  are  too  hard  for  Hercules. 

Our  military  ensigns  we'll  display  ; 

Contiuest  pursues,  where  courage  leads  the  way.' 

To  this  design  shrill  Querpo'  did  agree, 
A  zealous  member  of  the  faculty  ; 
His  sire's  pretended  pious  steps  he  treads. 
And  where  the  doctor  fails,  the  saint  succeeds. 
A  conventicle  flesh'd  his  greener  years. 
And  his  full  age  the  righteous  rancour  shares. 
Thus  boys  hatch  game  eggs  under  birds  of  prey. 
To  make  the  fowl  more  furious  for  the  fray. 

Slow  Cams'  next  discover'd  his  intent, 
With  painful  pauses  muttering  what  he  meant. 
His  sparks  of  life,  in  spile  of  drugs,  retreat, 
So  cold,  that  only  calentures  can  heat. 
In  his  chill  veins  the  sluggish  puddle  flows, 
And  loads  with  lazy  fogs  his  sable  brows. 

^  See  Jlomer's  11.  ii.         "  Dr.  Howe.         '  Dr.  Tjson. 
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Legions  of  lunatics  about  him  press, 
His  province  is,  lost  reason  to  redress. 
So  when  perfumes  their  fragrant  scent  give  o'er, 
ISTought  can  their  odour,  like  a  jakes,  restore. 
When  for  advice  the  vulgar  throng,  he  's  found 
AVith  lumber  of  vile  books  besieged  around. 
The  gazing  throng  acknowledge  their  surprise, 
And,  deaf  to  reason,  still  consult  their  eyes. 
Well  he  perceives  the  world  will  often  find. 
To  catch  the  eye  is  to  convince  the  mind. 
Thus  a  weak  state,  by  wise  distrust  inclines 
To  numerous  stores,  and  strength  in  magazines : 
So  fools  are  always  most  profuse  of  words. 
And  cowards  never  fail  of  longest  swords. 
Abandon'd  authors  here  a  refuge  meet. 
And  from  the  world,  to  dust  and  worms  retreat. 
Here  dregs  and  sediment  of  auctions  reign, 
Refuse  of  fairs,  and  gleanings  of  Duck  Lane  : 
And  up  these  walls  much  Gothic  lumber  climbs. 
With  Swiss  philosophy,  and  Ilunic  rhymes. 
Hither,  retrieved  from  cooks  and  grocers,  come 
Mede's  works  entire,  and  endless  reams  of  Brome. 
Where  would  the  long  neglected  Collins  Hy, 
If  bounteous  Cams  should  refuse  to  buy  ? 
But  each  vile  scribbler's  happy  on  this  score. 
He  '11  find  some  Cams  still  to  read  him  o'er. 

Nor  must  we  the  obsequious  Umbra^  spare, 
Who  soft  by  nature,  yet  declared  for  war. 
But  when  some  rival  power  invades  a  right, 
Fhes  set  on  flies,  and  turtles  turtles  fight. 
Else  courteous  Umbra  to  the  last  had  been 
Demurely  meek,  insipidly  serene. 

«  Dr.  GoDld. 
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^^\\^\l  him'',  the  present  still  some  virtues  have, 
The  vain  are  sprightly,  and  the  stupid,  grave; 
The  slothful,  neglioeiit;  the  toppish,  neat; 
The  lewd  are  airy ;  and  the  sly,  discreet. 
A  wren's  an  eagle,  a  baboon  a  beau  ; 
Colt'°  a  Lycurgus,  and  a  Phocion,  Rowe". 

Heroic  ardour  now  the'  assembly  warms. 
Each  combatant  breathes  nothing  but  alarms. 
Tor  future  glory,  while  the  scheme  is  laid, 
I'amed  Jloroscope  thus  otiers  to  dissuade  : 

'  Since  of  each  enterprise  the'  event's  unknown, 
We  '11  (juit  the  sword,  and  hearken  to  the  gown. 
Nigh  lives  V  agellius'-,  one  reputed  long 
For  strength  of  lungs,  and  pliancy  of  tongue. 
Tor  fees,  to  any  form  he  moulds  a  cause. 
The  worst  has  merits,  and  the  best  has  flaws. 
Pive  guineas  make  a  criminal  to  day. 
And  ten  to-morrow  wipe  the  stain  away. 
AVhatever  he  allirms  is  undenied, 
Milos  the  lecher,  Clodius  the'  homicide. 
Cato  pernicious,  Catiline  a  saint, 
Orford  suspected,  Duncomb  innocent. 
To  law  then,  friends,  for  'tis  by  fate  decreed, 
Vagellius,  and  our  money,  shall  succeed. 
Know,  when  1  first  invoked  Disease,  by  charms 
To  prove  propitious  to  our  future  arms, 
111  omens  did  the  sacrifice  attend. 
Nor  would  the  Sibyl  from  her  grot  ascend.' 

As  Horoscope  urged  farther  to  be  heard. 
He  thus  was  interrupted  by  a  Bard''  : 

9  See  the  Imitation,  Hor.  Sat.  3.     '"  Sir  H.  Dutton  Colt. 
"  Mr.  Antliouy  Rowe.  '^  Sir  Bart.  Shower. 

'■'  Sir  Richard  Blackmore. 

f2 


58  GARTH. 

'  In  vain  your  magic  mysteries  you  use. 
Such  sounds  the  Sibyl's  sacred  ears  abuse. 
These  lines  the  pale  divinity  shall  raise, 
Such  is  the  power  of  sound,  and  force  of  lays. 
'  Arms  meet  with  arms,  falchions  with  falchions 
clash '+, 
And  sparks  of  lire,  struck  out  from  armour,  flash. 
Tliick  clouds  of  dust  contending  warriors  raise, 
And  hideous  war  o'er  all  the  region  brays '^ 
Some  raging  ran  with  huge  Herculean  clubs, 
Some  massy  balls  of  brass,  some  mighty  tubs 

Of  cinders  bore. 

Naked  and  half-burnt  hills  of  hideous  wreck'*, 
AtiVight  the  skies,  and  fry  the  Ocean's  back.' 

As  he  went  rumbling  on,  the  Fury  straight 
Crawl'd  in,  her  limbs  could  scarce  support  her 

weight; 
A  rueful  rag  her  meagre  forehead  bound. 
And  faintly  her  fur'd  lips  these  accents  sound  : 

'  Mortal,  how  darcst  thou  with  such  lines  address 
My  awful  seat,  and  trouble  my  recess? 
In  Essex'  marshy  Hundreds  is  a  cell. 
Where  lazy  fogs  and  drizzling  vapours  dwell: 
Thither  raw  damps  on  drooping  wings  repair, 
And  shivering  quartans  shake  the  sickly  air. 
There,  when  fatigued,  some  silent  hours  I  pass. 
And  substitute  physicians  in  my  place. 
Then  dare  not,  for  the  future,  once  rehearse 
The  dissonance  of  such  untuneful  verse  : 
But  in  your  lines  let  energy  be  found. 
And  learn  to  rise  in  sense,  and  sink  in  sound. 

'*  King  Arthur,  p.  307.         '*  King  Arthur,  p.  327. 
'«  Prince  Arthur,  p.  130. 
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Harsh  words,  1li()U«ih  pcrtiiuMit,  imconth  apjjear; 
None  plrasc  tlif  i'aiicy,  who  otlrtid  the  oar. 
In  sense  and.  numbers  if  yon  wouhl  excel, 
Read  Wycherley,  consider  Dryden  well. 
In  one,  what  vij-orous  turns  of  fancy  shine  ! 
In  the'  other,  sirens  warble  in  each  line. 
If  Dorset's  sprightly  muse  but  touch  the  lyre. 
The  Smiles  and  Graces  melt  in  soit  desire. 
And  little  Loves  confess  their  amorous  tire*. 
The  gentle  I  sis  claims  the  ivy  crown. 
To  bind  the'  immortal  brows  of  Addison. 
As  tuneful  Congreve  tries  his  rural  strains. 
Pan  (|uits  the  woods,  the  listening  fawns  the  plains ; 
And  Philomel,  in  notes  like  his,  complains. 
And  J5ritain  since  Pausanias'''  was  writ, 
Knows  S[)artan  virtue,  and  Athenian  wit. 
AVhen  8te|)ney  paints  the  godlike  acts  of  kings. 
Or,  what  Apollo  dictates.  Prior  sings, 
The  banks  of  llhine  a  pleased  attention  show. 
And  silver  Secjuana  forgets  to  flow. 

'  Such  Just  examples  carefully  read  o'er, 
Slide,  without  falling  ;  without  straining,  soar. 
Oft  though  your  strokes  surprise,  you  should  not 

choose 
A  theme  so  mighty  for  a  virgin-muse. 
Long  did  Apelles"*  his  famed  piece  decline. 
His  xMexander  was  his  last  design. 

'^  Paasanias,  written  by  Mr.  Norton. 

"*  See  Hor.  b.  ii.  Ep.  i.  Pliu.  Plant.  Cic.  Ep.  Val.  Max. 

VARIATION. 

*  Tbe  Til)er  now  no  gentle  (Jalliis  sees, 

But  smiling  Thames  enjoys  lier  Normanbys. 
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Tis  Montague's  rich  vein  alone  must  prove, 
None  but  a  Phidias  should  attempt  a  Jove*.' 

The  Fury  paused,  till  with  a  frightful  sound 
A  risiiig  whirlwind  burst  the'  unhallow'd  ground. 
Then  she — '  The  deity  we  Fortune  call, 
Though  distant,  rules  and  influences  all. 
Straight  for  her  favour  to  her  court  repair ; 
Important  embassies  ask  wings  of  air.'  [soul, 

Each  wondering  stood,  but  Horoscope's  great 
That  dangers  ne'er  alarm,  nor  doubts  control. 
Raised  on  the  pinions  of  the  bounding  wind, 
Outflew  the  rack,  and  left  the  hours  behind. 

The  evening  now  with  blushes  warms  the  air. 
The  steer  resigns  the  yoke,  the  hind  his  care; 
The  clouds  above  with  golden  edgings  glow. 
And  falling  dews  refresh  the  earth  below. 
The  bat  with  sooty  wings  flits  through  the  grove. 
The  reeds  scarce  rustle,  nor  the  aspins  move. 
And  all  the  feather'd  folk  forbear  their  lays  of  love. 
Through  the  transparent  region  of  the  skies. 
Swift  as  a  wish,  the  missionary  flies : 
With  wonder  he  surveys  the  upper  air. 
And  the  gay  gilded  meteors  sporting  there. 
How  lambent  jellies  kindling  in  the  night, 
Shoot  through  the  ether  in  a  trail  of  light; 
How  rising  streams  in  the'  azure  fluid  blend. 
Or  fleet  in  clouds,  or  soft  in  showers  descend; 
Or  if  the  stubborn  rage  of  cold  prevail. 
In  flakes  they  fly,  or  fall  in  moulded  hail. 

VARIATION. 

*  The  Fury  said  ;  and  vanishing  from  sip;ht, 

Cry'd  out, '  To  arms  !'  so  left  the  realms  of  light. 
The  combatants  to  the'  enterprise  consent, 
And  the  next  day  smiled  on  the  great  event. 
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How  honey-dcvvs  oinbalm  the  fragrant  morn, 
And  the  fair  oak  witli  luscious  swfots  adorn. 
How  licat  and  nioisturo  niinglf  in  a  mass. 
Or  belch  in  thunder,  or  in  lightning  bhizo. 
Why  nimble  coruscations  strike  the  eye, 
And  bold  tornados  bluster  in  the  sky. 
Why  a  prolific  Aura  upwards  tends, 
Ferments,  and  in  a  living-  shower  descends. 
How  vapours  hanging  on  the  toweiing  hills, 
In  breezes  sigh,  or  weep  in  warbling  rills  : 
Whence  i'lfant  winds  their  tender  pinions  try. 
And  river-gods  their  thirsty  urns  supply. 

The  wondering  sage  pursues  his  airy  tiight. 
And  braves  the  chill  unwholesome  damps  of  night; 
He  views  the  tracts  where  luminaries  rove. 
To  settle  seasons  here,  and  fates  above. 
The  bleak  Areturus  still  forbid  the  seas. 
The  stormy  Kids,  the  weeping  Hyades  ; 
The  shining  Lyre''  with  strains  attracting  more 
Heaven's  ghttering  mansions  now  than  hell's'"  be- 
Glad  Cassiopeia  circling  in  the  sky,  [fore; 

And  each  fair  (Miurchill  of  the  galaxy. 

Aurora  on  Etesian  breezes  borne, 
Willi  blushinglips  breathes  out  the  sprightly  morn : 
Each  riowcrin  dew  their  short-lived  empire  weeps, 
And  Cynthia  with  her  loved  Endymion  sleeps. 
As  through  the  gloom  the  Magus  cuts  his  way. 
Imperfect  objects  tell  the  doubtful  day. 
Dim  he  discerns  majestic  Atlas  rise. 
And  bend  beneath  the  burden  of  the  skies. 
His  towering  brows  aloft  no  tempests  know, 
Whil^it  lightning  thes,  and  thunder  rolls  below. 

'"  Orpheus's  harp  made  a  constellatiou. 
*•  See  Manilius. 
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Distant  from  hence,  beyond  a  waste  of  plains, 
Proud  Tenerifle  his  giant  brother  reigns  ; 
With  breathing  fire  his  pitchy  nostrils  glow, 
'-As  from  his  sides  lie  shakes  the  fleecy  snow- 
Around  this  hoary  prince,  from  watery  beds. 
His  subject  islands  raise  their  verdant  heads  ; 
The  waves  so  gently  wash  each  rising  hill. 
The  land  seems  floating,  and  the  ocean  still. 

Eternal  spring  with  smiling  verdure  here 
Warms  the  mild  air,  and  crowns  the  youthful  year. 
From  crystal  rocks  transparent  rivulets  flow ; 
The  tuberose  ever  breathes,  and  violets  blow. 
The  vine  undress'd  her  swelling  clusters  bears, 
The  labouring  hind  the  mellow  olive  cheers ; 
Blossom  and  fruit  at  once  the  citron  "  shows. 
And  as  she  pays,  discovers  still  she  owes. 
The  orange  to  her  sun  her  pride  displays, 
And  gilds  her  fragrant  apples  with  his  rays: 
No  blasts  e'er  discompose  the  peaceful  sky. 
The  springs  but  murmur,  and  the  winds  but  sigh. 
The  tuneful  swans  on  gliding  rivers  float. 
And  warbling  dirges  die  on  every  note. 
Where  Flora  treads,  her  Zephyr  garlands  flings. 
And  scatters  odours  from  his  purple  wings ;  [groves 
Whilst  birds  from  woodbine  bowers  and  jesmine 
Chant  their  glad  nuptials,  and  unenvied  loves. 
Mild  seasons,  rising  hills,  and  silent  dales. 
Cool  grottos,  silver  brooks,  and  flowery  vales; 
Groves,  fill'd  with  balmy  shrubs,  in  pomp  appear. 
And  scent  with  gales  of  sweets  the  circling  year. 
These  happy  isles,  where  endless  pleasures  wait, 
And  styled  by  tuneful  bards — *  The  Fortunate.' 

2'  Waller. 
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On  lii^h,  where  no  lio;irse  winds  nor  clouds  resort, 

The  lioodwink'd  godiless  keeps  lier  partial  court. 

Upon  awheel  of  amethyst"  she  sits, 

Gives  and  resumes,  and  smiles  and  trowus  by  tits. 

In  tiiis  still  labyrinth,  around  her  lie 

Spells,  philters,  nlobes,  and  schemes  of  palmistry: 

A  sigil  in  ihis  hand  the  gipsy  l)ears, 

In  the'  otlii  r,  a  pro|)h(  tic  sieve  and  sheers. 

The  dame,  by  divination,  knew  that  soon 
The  Magus  would  aj)pear — and  then  begun  : 
'  Hail  sacred  seer !  thy  embassy  1  know, 
Wars  must  ensue,  the  Fates  will  have  it  so. 
Dread  feats  shall  follow,  and  disasters  great. 
Pills'^  charge  on  pills,  and  bolus  bolus  meet; 
Both  sides  shall  coiupier,  and  yet  both  shall  fail ; 
The  mortar  now,  and  then  the  urinal. 

'  To  thee  alone  my  influence  l  owe  ; 
\N  heVe  nature  has  denied,  my  favours  flow. 
Tis  I  that  give,  so  mighty  is  my  power. 
Faith  to  the  Jew,  complexion  to  the  Moor. 
I  am  the  wretch's  wish,  the  rook's  pretence, 
The  sluggard's  ease,  the  coxcondj's  providence. 
Sir  Scrape-quill,  once  a  supple  smiling  slave, 
Looks  lofty  now,  and  insolently  grave  ; 
Builds,  settles,  purchases,  and  has  each  hour 
Caps  from  the  rich,  and  curses  from  the  poor. 
Spadillio,  that  at  table  served  of  late. 
Drinks  rich  Tokay  himself,  and  eats  in  plate ; 
Has  levees,  villas,  mistresses  in  store. 
And  owns  the  racers  which  he  rubb'd  before. 

■-  This  stone  is  reckoned  fortunate.      See  the  Hist,  of  .Vnf. 
Magic. 

^^  See  the  allusion  in  Lacan. 
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'  Souls  heavenly  born,  my  faithless  boons  defy; 
The  brave  is  to  himself  a  deity. 
Though  bless'd  Astrea's  gone,  some  soil  remains 
Where  fortune  is  the  slave,  and  merit  reigns. 

'  The  Tiber  boasts  his  Julian  progeny, 
Thames  his  Nassau,  the  Nile  his  Ptolemy. 
Iberia,  yet  for  future  sway  design'd. 
Shall,  for  a  llesse,  a  greater  Mordaunt  find. 
Thus  Ariadne'*  in  proud  triumph  rode  ; 
She  lost  a  hero '%  and  she  found  a  god  '*.' 
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When   the   still  night,   with   peaceful    poppies 

crown'd. 
Had  spread  her  shady  pinions  o'er  the  ground ; 
And  slumbering  chiefs  of  painted  triumphs  dream, 
While  groves  and  streams  are  the  soft  virgin's 

theme  ; 
The  surges  gently  dash  against  the  shore, 
Flocks  quit  the  plains,  and  galley-slaves  the  oar; 
Sleep  shakes  its  downy  wings  o'er  mortal  eyes, 
Mirmillo  is  the  only  wretch  it  flies  : 
He  finds  no  respite  from  his  anxious  grief; 
Then  seeks  from  this  soliloquy  relief. 

'  Long  have  I  reign  d  unrival'd  in  the  town, 
Oppress'd  with  fees  and  deafen'd  with  renown. 

'  None  ere  could  die  with  due  solemnity, 
Unless  his  passport  first  was  sign'd  by  me. 
My  arbitrary  bounty's  undenied  ; 
I  give  reversions,  and  for  heirs  provide. 

^*  See  Steph.  -^  Theseus.  -""'  Bacchus. 
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None  could  tlio  tedious  nuptial  state  support. 
But  I,  to  make  it  easy,  make  it  short. 
I  set  the  discontented  matrons  free. 
And  ransom  husbands  from  captivity. 
Shall  one  of  such  im[)ortance  then  engage 
in  noisy  riot,  and  in  civil  rage? 
No  :  1  '11  endeavour  straight  a  peace,  and  so 
Preserve  my  character,  an<l  person  too.' 

But  Discord,  that  still  haunts  with  hideous  mien 
Those  dire  abodes  where  Hymen  once  hath  been, 
O'erhcard  Mirmillo's  anguish,  then  begun 
In  peevish  accents  to  express  her  own  : 

'  Have  I  so  often  banish'd  lazy  peace 
From  her  dark  solitude,  and  loved  recess? 
Have  I  made  South  and  Sherlock  disagree, 
And  puzzle  truth  with  learn'd  obscurity  ? 
And  does  the  faithful  Ferguson  profess 
His  ardour  still  for  animosities  ? 
Have  I,  Britannia's  safety  to  ensure, 
Exposed  her  naked,  to  be  most  secure  ? 
Have  1  made  parties  opposite,  unite. 
In  monstrous  leagues  of  amicable  spite. 
To  curse  their  country,  whilst  the  common  cry 
Is  freedom,  but  their  aim  the  ministry? 
And  shall  a  dastard's  cowardice  prevent 
The  war,  so  long  1  've  labour'd  to  foment  ? 
No,  'tis  resolved,  he  either  shall  comply. 
Or  I  'II  renounce  my  wan  divinity.' 

AVith  that,  the  hag  approach'd  Mirmillo's  bed, 
And,  taking  Querpo's  meagre  shape,  she  said: 
'  At  noon  of  night  1  hasten,  to  dispel 
Those  tumults  in  your  pensive  bosom  dwell. 
I  dream'd  but  now,  I  heard  your  heaving  sighs, 
Nay,  saw  the  tears  debating  in  your  eyes. 
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O  that  'twere  but  a  dream  !  but  threats  I  find 
Lower  in  your  looks,  and  rankle  in  your  mind. 
Speak,  whence  it  is  this  late  disorder  flows. 
That  shakes  your  soul,  and  troubles  your  repose. 
Mistakes  in  practice  scarce  could  give  you  pain, 
Too  well  you  know  the  dead  will  ne'er  complain.' 

'  What  looks  discover,'  said  the  homicide, 
'  Would  be  a  fruitless  industry  to  hide. 
My  safety  first  I  must  consult,  and  then 
111  serve  our  suffering  party  with  my  pen.' 

*  All   should,'  replied   the  hag,    '  their  talent 
learn ; 
The  most  attempting  oft  the  least  discern. 
Let  Peterborough  speak,  and  Vanbrugh  write, 
Soft  Aeon  court,  and  rough  Caicinna  fight: 
Such  must  succeed ;  but  when  the'  enervate  aim 
Beyond  their  force,  they  still  contend  for  shame. 
Had  Colbatch  printed  nothing  of  his  own. 
He  had  not  been  the  Saftbld  of  the  town. 
Asses  and  owls,  unseen,  their  kind  betray, 
If  these  attempt  to  hoot,  or  those  to  bray. 
Had  Wesley  never  aim'd  in  verse  to  please, 
We  had  not  rank'd  him  with  our  Ogilbys. 
Still  censures  will  on  dull  pretenders  fall, 
A  Codrus  should  expect  a  Juvenal. 
Ill  lines,  but  like  ill  paintings,  are  allow'd 
To  set  off,  and  to  recommend  the  good. 
So  diamonds  take  a  lustre  from  their  foyle  ; 
And  to  a  Bentley  'tis,  we  owe  a  Boyle. 

'  Consider  well  the  talent  you  possess. 
To  strive  to  niake  it  more,  v^'ould  make  it  less ; 
And  recollect  what  gratitude  is  due. 
To  those  whose  party  you  abandon  now. 
To  them  you  owe  your  odd  magnificejice. 
But  to  your  stars  your  magazine  of  sense. 
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Ilasp'tl  in  a  tonibril,  awkwanl  have  you  sliinec), 
AVitli  one  tat  slave  bii'on',  and  noiu-  Ix'liiiul '. 
Tlien  haste  and  join  your  true  iiitrt'[)i(l  friends, 
Success  on  vigour  and  dispatch  rlcpends.' 

Labouring  in  doul)ls  Mirniillo  stood,  then  said, 
'  'Tis  hard  to  undertake,  if  gain  dissuade ; 
AV  hat  fool  for  noisy  feuds  hirge  fees  would  leave? 
Ten  harvests  more  woidd  all  1  wish  for  give.' 

'True  man!'  replied  the  elf,  'by  choice  diseased, 
Ever  contriving  pain,  and  never  pleased. 
A  present  good  they  slight,  an  absent  choose, 
And  what  they  have,  for  what  they  luive  not,  lose. 
False  prospect-s  all  their  true  delights  destroy, 
llesolved  to  want,  yet  labouring  to  enjoy. 
In  restless  hurries  thoughtlessly  they  live, 
At  substance  oft  unmo\  ed,  for  shadows  grieve. 
Children  at  toys,  as  men  at  titles  aim  ; 
And  in  etiect  both  covet  but  the  same. 
This  Philip's  son  proved  in  revolving  years  ; 
i\nd  first  for  rattles,  then  for  worlds,  shed  tears.' 

The  h\iry  spoke,  then  in  a  moment  fired 
The  hero's  breast  with  tempests,  and  retired. 

In  boding  dreams  Mirmillo  spent  the  night. 
And  frightful  phantoms  danced  before  his  sight. 
Till  the  pale  Pleiads  closed  their  eyes  of  light. 
At  length  gay  morn  glows  in  the  eastern  skies. 
The  larks  in  raptures  through  the  ether  rise, 


VARIATION. 

*  But  soon  wliat  they  've  exalted  they  "11  discard. 
And  set  up  Carus,  or  the  city  bard. 

Alarui'd  at  this,  the  liero  courage  took, 
And  storms  of  terror  threaten'd  in  his  look. 
'  My  dread  resolves,'  he  cried,  '  I  11  straight  pursue!' 
The  Fury,  satisfied,  in  smiles  witlidrew. 
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The  azure  mists  scud  o'er  the  dewy  lawns, 
The  chanter  at  his  early  matins  yawns, 
The  amaranth  opes  its  leaves,  the  lys '  its  bells. 
And  Progne  her  complaint  of  Tereus  tells. 

As  bold  Mirniillo  the  grey  dawn  descries, 
Arm'd  cap-a-pe,  where  honour  calls,  he  flies  ; 
And  finds  the  legions  planted  at  their  post ; 
Where  mighty  Querpo  till'd  the  eye  the  most. 
His  arms  Avere  made,  if  we  may  credit  fame. 
By  Mulciber ',  the  mayor  of  Birmingham. 
Of  temper'd  stibium  the  bright  shield  was  cast. 
And  yet  the  work  the  metal  far  surpassVP. 
A  foliage  of  the  vulnerary  leaves  [ceives. 

Graved  round  the  brim,  the  wondering  sight  de- 
Around  the  centre  Fate's  bright  trophies  lay, 
Probes,  saws,  incision-knives,  and  tools  to  slay. 
Emboss'd  upon  the  field,  a  battle  stood 
Of  leeches  spouting  ha^morrhoidal  blood. 
The  artist  too  express'd  the  solemn  state 
Of  grave  physicians  at  a  consult  met ; 
About  each  symptom  how  they  disagree. 
But  how  unanimous,  in  case  of  fee. 
Whilst  each  assassin  his  learn'd  colleague  tires 
With  learn'd  impertinence,  the  sick  expires. 

Beneath  this  blazing  orb  bright  Querpo  shone. 
Himself  an  Atlas,  and  his  shield  a  moon. 
A  pestle  for  his  truncheon  led  the  van. 
And  his  high  helmet  was  a  close-stool  pan. 
His  crest  an  ibis'^,  brandishing  her  beak. 
And  winding  in  loose  folds  her  spiral  neck. 

'  Fleur  de  lys. 

■^  See  the  allusion,  Horn.  11.  B.  xviii.     Virg.  ALn.  B.  viii. 
•>  See  Ovid  Met.  B.  ii. 

*  This  bird,  according  to  the  ancients,  gives  itself  a  clyster 
with  its  beak. 
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This,  when  the  younsj  Querpoidcs*  behelJ, 
His  face  in  nurse's  breast  tlie  boy  conceal'd  ; 
Then  peep'd,  aiul  uitU  the'  effulgent  helm  would 

play. 
And,  as  the  monster  fj;ai)ed,  would  shrink  away. 
Thus  sonietiniesjoy  prevail'tl,  and  sometimes  tear; 
And  tears  and  smiles  alternate  passions  were. 

As  Qtierpo  towering-  stood,  in  martial  might. 
Pacific  Cams  sparkled  on  the  right. 
An  Oran  Outaiig'  o'er  his  shoulders  hung. 
If  is  plume  eout'ess'd  the  capon  whenee  it  sprung. 
His  motley  mail  scarce  could  the  hero  bear. 
Haranguing  thus  the  tribunes  of  the  war: 

'  Vamed  chiefs ! 
For  present  triumphs  born,  design VI  for  more, 
Your  virtue  1  admire,  your  valour  more. 
If  battle  be  resolved,  you  'II  find  this  hand 
Can  deal  out  destiny,  and  fate  command. 
Our  foes  in  throngs  shall  hide  the  crimson  plain, 
And  their  Apollo  interpose  in  vain. 
Though  gods  themselves  engage,  a  Diomede' 
With  ease  could  show  a  deity  can  bleed. 

'  But  war's  rough  trade  should  be  by  fools  pro- 
fess'd, 
The  truest  rubbish  tills  a  trench  the  best. 
Let  (piinsies  throttle,  and  the  cpiartan  shake. 
Or  dropsies  drown,  and  gout  and  colics  rack; 
Let  sword  and  pestilence  lay  waste,  while  we 
Wage  bloodless  wars,  and  fight  in  theory. 
Who  wants  not  merit  needs  not  arm  for  fame ; 
The  dead  I  raise,  my  chivahy  proclaim ; 

'  Alluding  to  Astyanax.     See  Horn.  U. 

*  The  skin  of  a  dissected  baboon,  called  so. 

7  See  Horn.  II.  B.  v. 
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Diseases  baffled,  and  lost  health  restored, 
In  Fame's  bright  list  my  victories  record  : 
More  lives  from  me  their  preservation  own, 
Than  lovers  lose  if  fair  Cornelia  frown.' 

'  Your  cures,'  shrill  Querpo  cried,  '  aloud  you 
But  wisely  your  miscarriages  conceal.  [tell, 

Zeno,  a  priest,  in  Samothrace  of  old. 
Thus  reason'd  with  Philopidas  the  bold : 
"  Immortal  gods  you  own,  but  think  them  bhnd 
To  what  concerns  the  state  of  human  kind. 
Either  they  hear  not,  or  regard  not  prayer, 
That  argues  w  ant  of  power,  and  this  of  care. 
Allow  that  wisdom  infinite  must  know  ; 
Power  infinite  must  act." — "  I  grant  it  so." 
"  Haste  straight  to  Neptune's  fane,  survey  with  zeal 
The  walls."—"  What  then  V  replied  the  infidel. 
"  Observe  those  numerous  throngs  in  effigy. 
The  gods  have  saved  from  the  devouring  sea." 
"  'Tis  true,  their  picture  that  escaped,  you  keep, 
But  where  are  theirs  that  perish'd  in  the  deep  V 

♦  Vaunt  now  no  more  the  triumph  of  your  skill. 
But,  though  unfee'd,  exert  your  arm,  and  kill. 
Our  scouts  have  learn'd  the  posture  of  the  foe  ; 
In  war,  surprises  surest  conduct  show.' 

But  Fame,  that  neither  good  nor  bad  conceals. 
That   Pembroke's  worth,    and  Ormond's  valour 

tells ; 
How  truth  in  Burnet,  how  in  Cavendish  reigns, 
Varro's  magnificence  with  Maro's  strains ; 
But  how  at  church  and  bar  all  gape  and  stretch 
If  \V  iimington  but  plead,  or  South  or  Only  preach ; 
On  nimble  wings  to  Warwick  Lane  repairs, 
And  what  the  enemy  intends,  declares. 


C.  V.  THE  DISPENSARY.  71 

Confusion  in  each  countenance  appear'd, 
A  council's  call'd,  and  Stt  iilor'  first  \v as  heard*; 
His  labouring  lungs  tlu;  throng'd  |)ru>toriuni  rent. 
Addressing  thus  the  passive  President: 

'  Machaon'^  whose  experience  we  adore, 
(ireat  as  your  matchless  merit,  is  your  power. 
At  your  approach,  tiie  baffled  tyrant  Death 
Breaks  his  keen  shafts,  and  grinds  his  clashing 
To  you  we  leave  the  conduct  of  the  day ;    [teeth. 
>Vhat  you  couinr.ind,  your  vassals  must  obey. 
If  this  dread  ent«  rprise  you  wouhl  decline, 
We'll  send  to  treat,  and  stifle  the  design. 
But  if  my  arguments  had  force,  we  'd  try 
To  humble  our  aiulacious  foes,  or  die: 
Our  spite,  they  'II  find,  to  their  advantage  leans 
The  end  is  good,  no  matter  for  the  means  ; 
So  modern  casuists  their  talents  try, 
Ujirightly,  for  the  sake  of  truth,  to  lief.' 

«  Dr.  Goodall.  *  Sir  Thomas  Millington. 
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*  True  to  extremes,  yet  to  dull  forms  a  slave, 

lie  's  always  dully  i.'ay,  or  v:iinly  grave. 

With  indignation,  and  a  daring  air. 

He  jiaused  awhile,  and  thus  addrejs'd  the  chair, 
t  What  Stentor  ofler'd  was  by  most  approved  : 

But  several  voices  several  methods  moved. 

At  length  the'  adventurous  heroes  all  agree 

To'  expect  the  foe,  and  act  defensively. 

Into  the  shop  their  bold  battalions  move, 

And  what  their  chief  commands,  the  rest  approve. 

Down  from  the  walls  they  tear  the  shelves  in  haste, 

Which  on  their  Hank  for  palisades  ?re  placed  ; 
And  then,  behind  the  compter  ranged  they  stand. 

Their  front  so  well  secured,  to'  obey  command. 

And  now  the  scouts  the  adverse  host  descry, 

Blue  aprons  in  the  air  for  colours  fly  : 

With  unresisted  force  they  urge  their  way, 

And  find  the  foe  embattled  in  array. 
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He  had  not  finish'd,  till  the'  out-guards  descried 
Bright  columns  move  in  formidable  pride ; 
The  passing  pomp  so  dazzled  from  afar. 
It  seem'd  a  triumph,  rather  than  a  war. 
Though  wide  the  front,  though  gross  the  phalanx 

grew, 
It  look'd  less  dreadful  as  it  nearer  drew. 

The  adverse  host  for  action  straight  prepare  ; 
All  eager  to  unveil  the  face  of  war. 
Their  chiefs  lace  on  their  helms,  and  take  the  field. 
And  to  their  trusty  squire  resign  the  shield: 
To  paint  each  knight,  their  ardour  and  alarms. 
Would  ask  the  Muse  that  sung  the  frogs  in  arms. 

And  now  the  signal  summons  to  the  fray ; 
Mock  falchions  flash,  and  paltry  ensigns  play. 
Their  patron-god  his  silver  bow-strings  twangs ; 
Tough  harness  rustles,  and  bold  armour  clangs; 
The  piercing  caustics  ply  their  spiteful  power; 
Emetics  ranch,  and  keen  cathartics  scour : 
The  deadly  drugs  in  double  doses  fly ; 
And  pestles  peal  a  martial  symphony. 

Now  from  their  levell'd  syringes  they  pour 
The  liquid  volley  of  a  missive  shower. 
Not  storms  of  sleet,  which  o'er  the  Baltic  drive, 
Push'd  on  by  northern  gusts,  such  horror  give. 
Like  spouts  in  southern  seas  the  deluge  broke. 
And  numbers  sunk  beneath  the'  impetuous  stroke. 

So  when  Leviathans  dispute  the  reign 
And  uncontroU'd  dominion  of  the  main. 
From  the  rent  rocks  whole  coral  groves  are  torn. 
And  isles  of  sea-weed  on  the  waves  are  borne : 
Such  watry  stores  from  their  spread  nostrils  fly, 
'Tis  doubtful  which  is  sea,  and  which  is  sky. 
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And  now  the  staji^oiiiig"  braves,  led  by  despair, 
Advance,  and  to  return  the  chargx!  pre  pare. 
Each  seizes  for  liis  shi(  Id  a  spacious  scale, 
And  the  brass  weights  lly  thick  as  showers  oCliaii. 
Whole  heaps  of  warriors  welter  on  the  ground, 
With  gallipots  and  broken  phials  crown'd; 
Whilst  empty  jars  the  dire  defeat  resoimd. 

Thus,  when  some  storm  its  crystal  (piarry  rends, 
And  Jove  in  rattling  showers  of  ice  descends; 
Mount  Athos  shakes  tiie  forests  on  his  brow. 
Whilst  down  his  wounded  siiles  fresh  torrents  flow, 
And  leaves  and  limbs  of  trees  o'erspread  the  vale 
below. 

But  now,  all  order  lost,  promiscuous  blows 
Confusedly  fall ;  [)erplex'd  the  battle  grows. 
From  Stentor's  "^  arm  a  massy  opiate  flies. 
And  straight  a  deadly  sleep  closed  Cams'  eyes. 
At  Colon  "  great  Sertorius  buckthorn  Hung, 
Who  with  tierce  gripes,  like  those  of  death,  was 
But  with  a  dauntless  and  disdainful  mien   [stung; 
Hurl'd  back  steel  pills,  and  hit  him  on  the  spleen. 
Chiron  '^  attacked  Talthibius  with  such  might. 
One  pass  had  paunch'd  the  huge  hydro[)ic  knight, 
Who  straight  retreated  to  evade  the  wound. 
But  in  a  flood  of  apozem  was  drown'd. 
This  Psylas  '^  saw,  and  to  the  victor  said, 
'  Thou  shaltnot  long  survive  the'  unwieldy  dead, 
Thy  fate  shall  follow  :'  to  confirna  it,  swore 
By  the'  image  of  Priapus,  which  he  bore  ; 
And  raised  an  eagle-stone  '■*,  invoking  loud 
On  Cynthia,  leaning  o'er  a  silver  cloud : 

'0  Dr.  Gooilall  a^'ainst  Dr.  T^son.         "   Dr.  Birdi. 

'•^  Dr.  Gill  against  Dr.  Ritllty.  '■'  Dr.  Ciiamberlain. 

'^  See  Plin. 
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'  Great  queen  of  night,  and  empress  of  the  seas. 
If  faithful  to  thy  midnight  mysteries, 
If  still  observant  of  my  early  vows,  [throes. 

These  hands  have  eased  the  mourning  matron's 
Direct  this  raised  avenging  arm  aright ; 
So  may  loud  cymbals  aid  thy  labouring  light!' 
He  said,  and  let  the  pondrous  fragment  fly 
At  Chiron,  but  learn'd  Hermes  put  it  by. 

Though  the  haranguing  god  survey'd  the  war, 
That  day  the  Muses'  sons  were  not  his  care. 
Two  friends,  adepts,  the  Trismegists  by  name. 
Alike  their  features,  and  alike  their  flame. 
As  simpling  near  fair  Tweed  each  sung  by  turn. 
The  listening  river  would  neglect  his  urn. 
Those  lives  they  fail'd  to  rescue  by  their  skill, 
Their  Muse  '^  could  make  immortal  with  her  quill ; 
But  learn'd  inquiries  after  nature's  state 
Dissolved  the  league,  and  kindled  a  debate. 
The  one  for  lofty  labours  fruitful  known, 
Fill'd  magazines  with  volumes  of  his  own. 
At  his  once-favour'd  friend  a  tome  he  threw. 
That  from  its  birth  had  slept  unseen  till  now ; 
Stunn'd  with  the  blow  the  batter'd  bard  retired. 
Sunk  down,  and  in  a  simile  expired. 

And  now  the  cohorts  shake,  the  legions  ply. 
The  yielding  flanks  confess  the  victory. 
Stentor  undaunted  still,  with  noble  rage 
Sprung  through  the  battle,  Querpo  to  engage. 
Fierce  was  the  onset,  the  dispute  was  great. 
Both  could  not  van([uish,  neither  would  retreat; 
Each  combatant  his  adversary  mauls, 
With  batter'd  bed-pans,  and  staved  urinals. 

'^  See  Tasso. 
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On  Steiitor's  crest  the  useful  crystal  breaks. 
And  tears  of  amber  gutter'd  down  liis  clieeks  : 
But  whilst  the  champion,  as  late  rumours  tell, 
Design'd  a  sure  decisive  stroke,  he  fell ; 
And  as  the  victor  hovering  o'er  him  stood, 
With  arms  extended,  thus  the  suppliant  sued: 

*  When  honour's  lost,  'tis  a  relief  to  die  ; 
Death  's  but  a  sure  retreat  from  infamy. 
But  to  the  lost,  if  j)ity  might  be  shown. 
Reflect, on  young  Querpoides,  thy  son; 
Then  pity  mine,  for  such  an  infant  grace 
Smiles  in  his  eyes,  and  flatters  in  his  face. 
If  he  was  near,  compassion  he'd  create. 
Or  else  lament  his  wretched  parent's  fate. 
Thine  is  the  glory,  and  the  field  is  thine ; 
To  thee  the  loved  Dispensary  '*  I  resign.' 

At  this  the  victors  own  such  ecstasies. 
As  Memphian  priests,  if  their  Osiris  sneeze  : 
Or  champions,  with  Olympic  clangor  fired; 
Or  simpering  prudes,  with  sprightly  Nantz  inspired  ; 
Or  Sultans  raised  from  dungeons  to  a  crown  ; 
Or  fasting  zealots,  when  the  sermon's  done. 

Awhile  the  chief  the  deadly  stroke  declined. 
And  found  compassion  pleading  in  his  mind: 
But  whilst  he  view'd  with  pity  the  distressd. 
He  spy'd  Signetur  ''  writ  upon  his  breast. 
Then  towards  the  skies  he  toss'd  his  threatening 
And  fired  with  more  than  mortal  fury,  said  :  [iKad, 

*  Sooner  than  III  from  vow'd  revenge  desist. 
His  Holiness  shall  turn  a  Quietist ; 

"*  See  the  allusion,  Virg.  ^n. 

'^  Those  members  of  the  college  tliat  observe  a  late  statute, 
are  called  b_v  the  apothecaries,  Signetur  men. 
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Jansenius  and  the  Jesuits  agree, 

The  inquisition  wink  at  heresy  *, 

Warm  convocations  own  the  church  secure, 

And  more  consult  hor  doctrine  than  her  power.' 

With  that  he  drew  a  lancet  in  his  rage. 
To  puncture  the  still  supplicating  sage  : 
But  M  hile  his  thoughts  that  fatal  stroke  decree, 
Apollo  interposed  in  form  of  fee. 
The  chief  great  Pagan's  golden  tresses  knew, 
He  own'd  the  god,  and  his  raised  arm  withdrew. 

Thus  often  at  the  Temple  Stairs  we  've  seen 
Two  tritons,  of  a  rough  athletic  mien. 
Sourly  dispute  some  quarrel  of  the  flood, 
W ith  knuckles  bruised,and  face  besmear'd  in  blood ; 
But  at  the  first  appearance  of  a  fare. 
Both  quit  the  fray,  and  to  their  oars  repair. 

The  hero  so,  his  enterprise  recalls, 
His  fist  unclinches,  and  the  weapon  falls. 


CANTO  VI. 

While  the  shrill  clangor  of  the  battle  rings. 
Auspicious  Health  appcar'd  on  zephyr's  wings; 
She  seem'd  a  cherub  most  divinely  bright. 
More  soft  than  air,  more  gay  than  morning  light. 
A  charm  she  takes  from  each  excelling  fair. 
And  borrows  Carlisle's  shape,  and  Grafton's  air ; 
Her  eyes  like  Eanelagh's  their  beams  dispense. 
With  Churchill's  bloom,  and  Berkeley's  innocence  r 
On  Jris  thus  the  diftcring  beams  '  bestow 
The  dye,  that  paints  the  wonders  of  her  bow. 
'  See  Newton,  of  Colours. 

VARIATION. 

*  Faith  stand  unmoved,  through  Stillingfleet's  defence, 
And  liocke  for  m^'stery  abandon  sense. 
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From  the  fair  nynipli  a  vocal  imisic  falls, 
As  to  MachaoM  lliiis  the  goddesis  calls:    [shown, 
'  Eiioiij;h  the'  achieviiiuiit  of  your  arms  you  've 
You  seek  a  triumph  you  should  blush  to  own. 

*  Haste  to  the'    Elysian   Fields,    those  bless'd 

abodes 
Where  Harvey  sits  among  the  demi-gods. 
Consuil  (hilt  sacred  sage,  he'll  soon  disclose 
The  method  that  must  mollify  thes(!  woes. 
Let  Celsus  '  for  that  enterprise  prepare, 
His  conduct  to  the  shades  shall  l)e  my  care.' 

Aghast  the  heroes  stood,  dissolved  in  fear, 
A  form  so  heavenly  bright  they  could  not  bear; 
Celsus,  alone  unmoved,  tlu;  sight  beheld. 
The  rest  in  pale  confusion  left  the  field. 

So  when  the  pigmies,  marshall'd  on  the  plains, 
Wage  puny  war  against  the'  invading  cranes  ; 
The  poppets  to  their  bodkin  spears  repair. 
And  scatter'd  feathers  Hutter  in  the  air : 
But  when  the  bold  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Stoops  on  his  sounding  pinions  from  above, 
Among  the  brakes  the  fairy  nation  crowds. 
And  the  Strymonian  stjuadrou  seeks  the  clouds. 

And  now  the  delegate  prepares  to  go 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  realms  below  : 
Then  takes  Amomum  for  the  golden  bough. 
Thrice  did  the  goddess  with  her  sacred  wand 
The  pavement  strike ;  and  straight  at  her  command 
The  willing  surface  opens,  and  descries 
A  deep  descent  that  leads  to  nether  skies. 
Hygeia  ^  to  the  silent  region  tends  ; 
And  with  his  heavenly  guide  the  charge  descends. 

*  Dr.  Bateinan. 

■'  HeaUli,  celebrated  by  tbe  ancients  as  a  goddess. 
'22.  H 


78  GARTH. 

Tluis  Nunia,  when  to  hallow'd  caves  retired. 
Was  by  Algeria*  guarded  and  inspired. 

AVithia  the  chand)ors  of  the  globe  they  spy 
The  beds,  where  sleeping-  vegetables  lie, 
Till  the  glad  summons  of  a  genial  ray 
Unbinds  the  glebe,  and  calls  them  out  to  day. 
Hence  pansies  trick  themselves  in  various  hue. 
And  hence  jonquils  derive  their  fragrant  dew  ; 
Hence  the  carnation  and  the  bashful  rose 
Their  virgin  blushes  to  the  morn  disclose ; 
Hence  the  chaste  lily  rises  to  the  light, 
Unveils  her  snowy  breasts,  and  charms  the  sight; 
Hence  arbours  are  with  twining  greens  array'd, 
To'  oblige  complaining  lovers  with  their  shade; 
And  hence  on  Daphne's  laurel'd  forehead  grow 
Immortal  wreaths,  for  Phoebus  and  Nassau, 

The  insects  here  their  lingering  trance  survive  : 
Benurab'd  they  seem,  and  doubtful  if  alive. 
From  winter's  fury  hither  they  repair. 
And  stay  for  milder  skies  and  softer  air. 
Down  to  these  cells  obscener  reptiles  creep. 
Where  hateful  newts  and  painted  lizards  sleep. 
Where  shivering  snakes  the  summer  solstice  wait. 
Unfurl  their  painted  folds,  and  slide  in  state. 
Here  their  new  form  the  numb'd  eruciie  ^  hide. 
Their  numerous  feet  in  slender  bandage  tied : 
Soon  as  the  kindling  ear  begins  to  rise. 
This  upstart  race  their  native  clod  despise. 
And,  proud  of  painted  wings,  attempt  the  skies. 

Now  those  profounder  regions  they  explore, 
Where  metals  ripen  in  vast  cakes  of  ore. 

••  See  Ov.  Met. 

•'  See  Godort,  of  Caterpillars  and  Butterflies. 
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Here,  sullen  to  tlio  siglit,  at  largo  is  spread 
'I'lie  <lull  unwieldy  mass  of  luinpisli  lead. 
There,  gliiniiieriiig  in  their  dawning  beds,  are  seen 
The  light  aspiring  seeds  of  spriglilly  tin. 
The  copper''  sparkles  next,  in  ruddy  streaks, 
And  in  the  gloom  hetrays  its  glowing  cheeks. 
The  silver  then  with  bright  and  burnish'd  grace, 
Youth  and  a  blooming  lustre  in  its  lace, 
To  the'  arms  of  those  more  yielding  nu-tals  flies, 
And  in  the  folds  of  their  eiiibraces  lies. 
So  close  they  cling,  so  stubbornly  retire. 
Their  love's  more  violent  than  the  chemist's  fire. 

Near  these  the  delegate  with  wonder  spies 
Where  floods  of  living  silver  ser[)entise: 
Where  richest  metals  their  bright  looks  put  on. 
And  golden  streams  through  amber  channels  run- 
Where  light's  gay  god  descends  to  ripen  gems. 
And  lend  a  lustre  brighter  than  his  beams. 

Here  he  observes  the  subterranean  cells, 
Where  wanton  nature  sports  in  idle  shells. 
Some  helicoeids,  some  conical  appear: 
These,  mitres  emulate,  those  turbans  are. 
Here  marcasites  in  various  tigure  wait. 
To  ripen  to  a  true  metallic  state  : 
Till  drops,  that  from  impending  rocks  descend. 
Their  substance  petrify,  and  progress  end. 
Nigh,  livid  seas  of  kindled  sulplnu-  flow. 
And,  whilst  enraged,  their  liery  surges  glow. 
Convulsions  in  the  labouring  mountains  rise. 
And  hurl  their  melted  vitals  to  the  skies. 

He  views  with  horror  next  the  noisy  cave. 
Where  with  hoarse  dins  imprison'd  tempests  rave ; 
Where  clamorous  hurricanes  attempt  their  flight, 
Or,  whirling  in  tumultuous  eddies,  tight. 

''  See  Vakl,  on  Mines. 
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The  waning  winds  uinnovod  Hygeia  heard. 
Braved  their  loud  jars,  but  much  for  Celsus  fear'd. 
Andromeda  so,  whilst  her  hero  fought, 
Shook  for  his  danger,  but  her  own  forgot. 

And  now  the  goddess  with  her  charge  descends. 
Where  scarce  one  ciieerful  glimpse  their  steps  be- 
Here  his  forsaken  seat  old  Chaos  keeps ;  [friends. 
And,  undistiirb'd  by  form,  in  silence  sleeps : 
A  grisly  wight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye. 
An  awkward  lump  of  shapeless  anarchy. 
With  sordid  age  his  features  are  defaced ; 
His  lands  unpeopled,  and  his  countries  waste. 
To  these  dark  realms  much  learned  lumber  creeps, 
There  copious  Morton  safe  in  silence  sleeps, 
Where  mushroom  libels  in  oblivion  lie. 
And,  soon  as  born,  like  other  monsters  die. 
Upon  a  couch  of  jet  in  these  abodes. 
Dull  Night,  his  melancholy  consort,  nods. 
No  ways  and  means  their  cabinet  employ ; 
But  their  dark  hours  they  waste  in  barren  joy. 

Nigh  this  recess,  with  terror  they  survey 
Where  Death  maintains  his  dread  tyrannic  sway  ; 
In  the  close  covert  of  a  cypress  grove. 
Where  goblins  frisk,  and  airy  spectres  rove. 
Yawns  a  dark  cave,  with  awful  horror  wide. 
And  there  the  monarch's  triumphs  are  descried. 
Confused,  and  wildly  huddled  to  the  eye, 
The  beggar's  pouch  and  prince's  purple  lie. 
Dim  lamps  with  sickly  rays  scarce  seem  to  glow  ; 
Sighs  heave  in  mournful  moans,  and  tears  o'erflow. 
Restless  Anxiety,  forlorn  Despair, 
And  all  the  faded  family  of  Care. 
Old  mouldering  inns,  racks,  daggers,  and  distress, 
Make  up  the  frightful  horror  of  the  place. 
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Within  its  dreudiul  jinvs  tlioso  furies  wait, 
Wliich  exoculc  llie  liursli  ckcrces  ol' fate. 
Fobris'  is  first:  the  ha"-  relentless  hears 
The  virgin's  sighs,  and  sees  the  infant's  tears  : 
In  her  parch'd  eyeballs  fiery  meteors  reign ; 
And  restless  ferments  revel  in  each  vein. 

Then    Hydrops*   next   appears    amongst   the 
Bloated,  and  big,  she  slowly  sails  along,  [throng; 
But,  like  a  miser,  in  excess  she's  poor. 
And  pines  for  thirst  amidst  her  watery  store. 

Now  loathsome  Lepra',  tliat  offensive  s|)rite, 
With  foul  eruptions  stain'd,  oftends  the  sight; 
Still  deaf  to  beauty's  soft  persuading  power; 
Nor  can  bright  Hebe's  charms  her  bloom  secure. 

While  meagre  Pthisis  '"  gives  a  silent  blow, 
Her  strokes  are  sure,  but  her  advances  slow. 
No  loud  alarms,  nor  fierce  assaults  are  shown  : 
She  starves  the  fortress  first,  then  takes  the  town. 
Behind  stood  crowds  of  much  inferior  fame, 
Too  numerous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name  ; 
The  vassals  of  their  monarch's  tyranny, 
^>'ho,  at  his  nod,  on  fatal  errands  fiy. 

Now  Celsus,  with  his  glorious  guide,  invades 
The  silent  region  of  the  fleeting  shades  ; 
AVhere  rocks  and  rueful  deserts  are  descried. 
And  sullen  Styx  rolls  down  his  lazy  tide; 
Then  shows  the  ferryman  the  plant  he  bore, 
And  claims  his  passage  to  the  further  shore. 
To  whom  the  Stygian  pilot  smiling  said, 
'  You  need  no  pass[)ort  to  demand  our  aid  ; 
Physicians  never  linger  on  this  strand: 
Old  Charon's  present  still,  at  their  command. 

^  Fever.       ^  Dropsy.       ^  Leprosy.       '"  Consumption. 

h2 


a-2  GARTH. 

Our  awful  monarcli  and  his  consort  owe 
To  theiu,  the  peophiig  of  their  reahiis  below.' 
Then  in  his  swarthy  hand  he  grasp'd  the  oar, 
lleceived  his  guests  aboard,  and  shoved  from  shore. 

Now,  as  the  goddess  and  her  charge  prepare 
To  breathe  the  sweets  of  soft  Elysian  air, 
Upon  the  left  they  spy  a  pensive  shade  ", 
"Who  on  his  bended  arm  had  raised  his  head: 
Pale  grief  sat  heavy  on  his  mournful  look; 
To  whom,  not  unconcern'd,  thus  Celsus  spoke  : 

'Tell  me,  thou  much  afflicted  shade,  why  sighs 
Burstfrom  your  breast,  and  torrents  from  your  eyes: 
And  who  those  mangled  manes  are,  which  show 
A  sullen  satisfaction  at  your  woe;' 

'  Since,  (said  the  ghost)  with  pity  you  '11  attend, 
Know  I'm  Guaiacum  '-,  once  your  firmest  friend, 
And  on  this  barren  beach  in  discontent 
Am  doom'd  to  stay,  till  the'  angry  powers  relent. 
Those  spectres,  seam'd  with  scars,  that  threaten 
The  victims  of  my  late  ill  conduct  are:        [there. 
They  vex  with  endless  clamours  my  repose : 
This  wants  his  palate ;  that  demands  his  nose  : 
And  here  they  execute  stern  Pluto's  will. 
And  ply  me  every  moment  with  a  pill.' 

Then  Celsus  thus  :   '  O  much-lamented  state  ! 
How  rigid  is  the  sentence  you  relate ! 
Methinks  I  recollect  your  former  air,  [were! 

But  ah,  how  much  you  're  changed  from  what  you 
Insipid  as  your  late  ptisans  you  lie. 
That  once  were  sprightlier  far  than  mercury. 
At  the  sad  tale  you  tell,  the  poppies  weep. 
And  mourn  their  vegetable  souls  asleep : 

•'  See  the  Allusion,  Virg.  Ma.  0.  '^  Dr.  Morton. 
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The  unctuous  lurix  and  the  hoalin<>-  pine 
Lament  your  tate  in  tears  of  turjieiitine  ; 
But  still  the  otispring-  ot"  your  brain  shall  prove 
The  grocer's  care,  and  brave  the  rage  ot  Jove. 
AMien  bonfires  blaze,  your  vagrant  works  shall  rise 
In  rockets,  till  they  reach  the  wonderinii'  skies, 

'  If  mortals  e'er  the  Stygian  powers  could  bend. 
Entreaties  to  their  awful  seats  I  'd  send. 
But  since  no  human  arts  the  Fates  dissuade, 
Direct  nie  how  to  iind  bless'd  llarvty's  shade.' 
In  vain  the'  unhappy  ghost  still  urged  his  stay ; 
Then,  rising  from  the  ground,  he  show'd  the  way. 
Nigh  the  dull  shore  a  shapeless  mountain  stood, 
That  with  a  dreadful  frown  survey "d  the  flood. 
Its  fearful  blow  no  lively  greens  put  on, 
No  frisking  goats  bound  o'er  the  ridgy  stone. 
To  gain  the  summit  the  bright  goddess  tried. 
And  Celsus  follow'd,  by  degrees,  his  guide. 

The'  ascent  thus  comjuer'd,  now  they  tower  on 
And  taste  the'  indulgence  of  a  milder  sky.     [high, 
Loose  breezes  on  their  airy  |)inions  play. 
Soft  infant  blossoms  their  chaste  odours  pay, 
And  roses  blush  their  fragrant  lives  away,  [glide; 
Cool   streams  through   flowery  meadows  gently 
And  as  they  pass,  their  painted  banks  they  chide. 
These  blissful  plains  no  blights  nor  mildews  fear. 
The  flowers  ne'er  fade,  and  shrubs  are  myrtles  hero. 
The  morn  awakes  the  tulij)  from  her  bed  ; 
lire  noon  in  painted  pride  she  decks  her  head: 
Kobed  in  ricli  dye,  she  triumphs  on  the  green. 
And  every  flower  does  homage  to  their  queen. 
So  when  bright  Venus  rises  from  the  flood. 
Around  in  throngs  the  wondering  Nereids  crowd: 
The  Tritons  gaze,  and  tune  each  vocal  shell. 
And  every  grace  unsung  the  waves  conceal. 
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The  delegate  observes,  with  wondering  eyes, 
Ambrosial  dews  descend,  and  incense  rise : 
Then  hastens  onward  to  the  pensive  grove, 
The  silent  mansion  "  of  disastrous  love. 
Here  Jealousy  with  jaundiced  looks  appears. 
And  broken  slumbers,  and  fantastic  fears. 
The  widow'd  turtle  hangs  lier  moulting  wings, 
And  to  the  woods  in  mournful  murmurs  sings. 
No  winds  but  sighs  there  are,  no  tioods  but  tears; 
Each  conscious  tree  a  tragic  signal  bears; 
Their  wounded  bark  records  some  broken  vow, 
And  willow  garlands  hang  on  every  bough. 

Olivia  here  in  solitude  he  found, 
Her  downcast  eyes  iixM  on  the  silent  ground : 
Her  dress  neglected,  and  unbound  her  liair, 
She  seem'd  the  dying  image  of  despair. 
How  lately  did  this  celebrated  thing 
Blaze  in  the  box,  and  sparkle  in  the  ring! 
Till  the  green-sickness  and  love's  force  betray'd 
To  Death's  remorseless  arms  the'  unhappy  maid. 

All  o'er  confused,  the  guilty  lover  stood. 
The  light  forsook  his  eyes,  his  cheeks  the  blood; 
An  icy  horror  shiver'd  in  his  look, 
As  to  the  cold-complexion'd  nymph  he  spoke : 

'  Tell  me,  dear  shade,  from  whence  such  anxious 
care ; 
Your  looks  disorder'd,  and  your  bosom  bare  ? 
Why  thus  you  languish  like  a  drooping  flower, 
Crush'd  by  the  weight  of  some  relentless  shower? 
Your  languid  looks,  your  late  ill  conduct  tell ; 
Oh,  that  instead  of  trash  you'd  taken  steel!' 

Stabb'd  with  the'  unkind  reproach,  the  conscious 
Thus  to  her  late  insulting  lover  said:  [maid 

"  See  Virg.  JEa.  G. 
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When  ladies  listen  not  to  loose  desire, 
You  style  our  modesty  our  want  ot"  tire : 
Smile  or  forbid,  eneourage  or  reprove, 
You  still  tind  reasons  to  believe  we  love : 
Vainly  you  think  a  liking  we  betray, 
And  never  mean  the  peevish  things  we  say. 
Few  are  the  fair  ones  of  Kutiila's  make, 
Unask'd,  she  grants;  uninjured,  she'll  forsake; 
But  several  Ca'lias  several  ages  boast, 
That  like  where  reason  recommends  the  most ; 
Where  heavenly  truth  and  tenderness  conspire. 
Chaste  passion  may  persuade  us  to  desire.' 

'  Your  sex,  (he  cried)  as  custom  bids,  behaves; 
In  forms  the  tyrant  ties  such  haughty  slaves. 
To  do  nice  conduct  right,  you  nature  wrong  ; 
Impulses  are  but  weak  where  reason's  strong. 
Some  want  the  courage,  but  how  few  the  tlame '. 
They  like  the  thing,  that  startle  at  the  name. 
The  lonely  phenix,  though  profess'd  a  nun, 
AVarms  into  love,  and  kindles  at  the  sun. 
Those  tales  of  spicy  urns,  and  fragrant  tires. 
Are  but  the  emblems  of  her  scorchVl  desires.' 

Then  as  he  strove  to  clasp  the  tieeting  fair. 
His  empty  arms  coufessd  tlie"  im[)assive  air, 
From  his  embrace  the'  unbodic  d  spectre  flies. 
And,  as  she  moved,  she  chid  him  with  her  eyes. 

They  hasten  now  to  that  delightful  plain, 
^\  here  the  glad  manes  of  the  bless'd  remain: 
Where  Harvey  gathers  simples,  to  bestow 
Immortal  youth  on  heioes'  shades  below. 
Soon  as  the  bright  Jlygeia  was  in  view. 
The  venerable  sage  her  presence  knew  ; 
Thus  he 

'  Hail,bloominggoddcss!  thou  propitious  power, 
>>'hose  blessings  mortals  more  than  life  imj>lore ! 
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With  so  much  lustre  your  bright  looks  endear. 
That  cottages  are  courts  where  those  appear. 
Mankind,  as  you  a  ouchsafe  to  smile  or  frown, 
Finds  ease  in  chains,  or  anguish  in  a  crown. 

'  With  just  resentment  and  contempt  you  see 
The  foul  dissensions  of  the  Faculty  : 
How  your  sad  sickening  art  now  hangs  her  head, 
And,  once  a  science,  is  become  a  trade. 
Her  sons  ne'er  ritle  her  mysterious  store. 
But  study  nature  less,  and  lucre  more. 
Not  so  when  Home  to  the'  Epidaurian  raised 
A  temple  '%  where  devoted  incense  blazed. 
Oft  father  Tiber  views  the  lofty  lire, 
As  the  learn'd  son  is  worshi[)p'd  like  the  sire : 
The  sage  with  llomulus  like  honours  claim; 
The  gift  of  life  and  laws  were  then  the  same. 

'  I  show'd  of  old,  how  vital  currents  glide. 
And  the  meanders  of  their  refluent  tide. 
Then,  Willis,  why  spontaneous  actions  here. 
And  whence  involuntary  motions  there  : 
And  how  the  spirits  by  mechanic  laws, 
In  wild  careers  tumultuous  riots  cause. 
Nor  would  our  AVharton,  Bates,  and  Glisson  lie 
In  the  abyss  of  blind  obscurity. 
But  now  such  wondrous  searches  are  forborne, 
And  Pagan's  art  is  by  divisions  torn. 
Then  let  your  charge  attend,  and  I'll  explain 
How  her  lost  health  your  science  may  regain. 

'  Haste  and  the  matchless  Atticus  '^  address. 
From  heaven  and  great  Nassau  he  has  the  mace. 
The'  oppress'd  to  his  asylum  still  repair : 
Arts  he  supports,  and  learning  is  his  care. 

'■*  A  temple  built  at  Rome,  in  the  island  of  Tiber,  to  JEs- 
culapius,  soil  of  Apollo. 
'^  Lord  isomers. 
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He  softons  the  liarsli  rigour  of  the  laws, 

Blunts  their  keen  edge,  and  grinds  their  harpy 

And  graciously  he  casts  a  pitying  eye       [claws ; 

On  tlie  sad  state  of  virtuous  poverty. 

Whene'er  he  speaks,  Heavens  !  how  the  listening 

(lirong 
Dwells  on  the  melting  music  of  his  tongue. 
His  arguments  are  enjblems  of  his  mien. 
Mild,  but  not  faint,  and  forcing,  though  serene ; 
And  when  the  power  of  eloquence  he  'd  try. 
Here,  lightning  strikes  you;  there,  soft  breezes  sigh. 

'  To  him  vou  must  your  sickly  state  refer, 
Your  charter  claims  him  as  your  visiter. 
Your  wounds  he'll  close,  and  sovereignly  restore 
Your  science  to  the  height  it  had  before. 

'  Then  Nassau's  health  shall  be  your  glorious  aim ; 
His  life  should  be  as  lasting  as  his  fame. 
Some  princes'  claims  from  devastation  spring; 
He  condescends  in  pity  to  be  king : 
And  when,  amidst  liis  olives  placed,  he  stands. 
And  governs  more  by  candour  than  commands. 
Even  tlien  not  less  a  hero  he  appears. 
Then  when  his  laurel  diadem  he  wears. 

'  When  Phcebus,  or  his  Granville,  but  inspire 
Their  sacred  vehemence  of  poetic  fire  ; 
To  celebrate  in  song  that  godlike  power. 
Which  did  the  labouring  universe  restore  ; 
Fair  Albion's  clitis  would  echo  to  the  strain. 
And  praise  the  arm  that  conquer'd,  to  regain 
The  earth's  repose,  and  empire  o'er  the  main. 

'  Still  may  the'  immortal  man  his  cares  repeat. 
To  make  his  blessings  endless  as  they  're  great : 
Whilst  malice  and  ingratitude  confess 
They  've  strove  for  ruin  long  without  success. 
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When  late,  Jove's  Eagle  '*  from  the  pile  shall  rise 
To  bear  the  victor  to  the  boundless  skies, 
Awhile  the  god  puts  oiV  paternal  care. 
Neglects  the  earth,  to  give  the  heavens  a  star ; 
Near  thee,  Aleides  '^,  shall  the  hero  shine; 
His  rays  resembling,  as  his  labours,  thine. 

'  Had  some  famed  patriot,  of  tlie  Latian  blood. 
Like  Julius  great,  and  like  Octavius  good, 
But  thus  preserved  the  Latian  liberties. 
Aspiring  columns  soon  had  reach'd  the  skies: 
Loud  los  the  proud  capitol  had  shook. 
And  all  the  statues  of  the  gods  had  spoke.' 

No  more  the  sage  his  raptures  could  pursue : 
He  paused ;  and  Celsus  with  his  guide  withdrew. 

"'  Read  ttie  ceremony  of  the  Apotheosis. 

"  Hercules,  a  constellation  near  Ariadne's  Crown. 
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PREFACE. 


They  that  have  seen  those  two  excellent  Poems 
of  Cooper's  Hill  and  Windsor  Forest;  the  one 
by  Sir  John  Denhani,  the  other  by  Mr.  Pope; 
will  show  a  great  deal  of  candour  if  they  approve 
of  this.  It  was  writ,  upon  giving  the  name  of 
Claromont  to  a  villa,  now  belonging  to  the  Earl 
of  Clare.  The  situation  is  so  agreeable  and  sur- 
prising, that  it  inclines  one  to  think,  some  |)lace 
of  this  nature  put  Ovid  at  first  upon  the  story  of 
Narcissus  and  Echo.  'Tis  probable  he  had  ob- 
served some  spring  arising  amongst  woods  and 
rocks,  where  echoes  were  heard  ;  and  some  flower 
bending  over  the  stream,  and  by  consequence  re- 
flected from  it.  After  reading  the  story  in  the 
22.  I 
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third  book  of  the  Metamorphoses,  'tis  obvious  to 
object  (as  an  ingenious  friend  has  already  done) 
that  the  renewing- the  cliarnis  of  a  nymph,  of  which 
Ovid  had  dispossessed  her, 

vox  tantiim  atque  ossa  supersuut, 

is  too  great  a  violation  of  poetical  authority.  I 
dare  say  the  gentleman  who  is  meant,  would  have 
been  well  pleased  to  have  found  no  faults.  There 
are  not  many  authors  one  can  say  the  same  of. 
Experience  shows  us  every  day  that  there  are 
writers  who  cannot  bear  a  brother  should  suc- 
ceed, and  the  only  refuge  from  their  indignation 
is  by  being  inconsiderable :  upon  which  reflec- 
tion, this  thing  ought  to  have  a  pretence  to  their 
favour. 

They  who  would  be  more  informed  of  what  re- 
lates to  the  ancient  Britons,  and  the  Druids  their 
priests,  may  be  directed  by  the  quotations  to  the 
authors  that  have  mentioned  them. 
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What  frenzy  has  of  late  possess'd  the  brain  ? 
Though  few  can  write,  yet  fewer  can  refrain. 
So  rank  our  soil,  our  bards  rise  in  such  store. 
Their  rich  retaining  patrons  scarce  are  more : 
The  last  indulge  the  fault  the  fust  commit; 
And  take  off  still  the  otVal  of  their  wit. 
So  shameless,  so  abandon'd  are  their  ways, 
They  poach  Parnassus,  and  lay  snares  for  praise. 

None  ever  can  without  admirers  live, 
Who  have  a  pension  or  a  place  to  give. 
Great  ministers  ne'er  fail  of  great  deserts ; 
The  herald  gives  them  blood  ;  the  poet,  parts. 
Sense  is  of  course  annex'd  to  wealth  and  power ; 
No  3Iuse  is  proof  against  a  golden  shower. 
Let  but  his  lordship  write  some  poor  lampoon. 
He's  Uoraced  up  in  doggrel  like  his  own. 
Or,  if  to  rant  in  tragic  rage  he  yields, 
False  fame  cries — 'Athens  I'honesttruth — '3Ioor- 

fields !' 
Thus  fool'd,  he  flounces  on  through  floods  of  ink; 
riags  with  full  sail ;  and  rises  but  to  sink. 

Some  venal  pens  so  prostitute  the  bays. 
Their  panegyrics  lash  ;  their  satires  praise. 
So  nauseously,  and  so  unlike  they  paint, 
N 's  an  Adonis  ;  M r,  a  saint. 
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Melius  with  those  famed  heroes  is  compared, 
That  led  in  triumph  Porus  and  Tallard. 
But  such  a  shameless  Muse  must  laughter  move, 
That  aims  to  make  Salmoneus  vie  with  Jove. 

To  form  great  works  puts  Fate  itself  to  pain, 
Even  Nature  labours  for  a  mighty  man. 
And  to  perpetuate  her  hero's  fame, 
She  strains  no  less  a  poet  next  to  frame. 
Rare  as  the  hero's,  is  the  poet's  rage : 
Churchills  and  Drydens  rise  but  once  an  age. 
With  earthquakes  towering  Pindar's  birth  begun; 
And  an  eclipse  produced  Alcmena's  '  son  : 
The  sire  of  gods  o'er  Phoebus  cast  a  shade ; 
But,  with  a  hero,  well  the  world  repaid. 

N  o  bard  for  bribes  should  prostitute  his  vein. 
Nor  dare  to  flatter  where  he  should  arraign ; 
To  grant  big  Thraso  valour,  Phormio  sense, 
Should  indignation  give,  at  least,  offence. 

I  hate  such  mercenaries,  and  would  try 
From  this  reproach  to  rescue  poetry. 
Apollo's  sons  should  scorn  the  servile  art, 
And  to  court-preachers  leave  the  fulsome  part. 

*  What  then,'  you'll  say,  '  must  no  true  sterling 
Because  impure  allays  some  coin  debase?'   [pass, 
Yes,  praise,  if  justly  ofler'd,  I'll  allow; 
And,  when  I  meet  with  merit,  scribble  too. 

The  man  who 's  honest,  open,  and  a  friend, 
Glad  to  oblige,  uneasy  to  ofl'end ; 
Forgiving  others,  to  himself  severe  ; 
Though  earnest,  easy  ;  civil,  yet  sincere  ; 
Who  seldom  but  through  great  good  nature  errs  ; 
Detesting  fraud  as  much  as  flatterers ; 

'    Hercules. 
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Tis  he  my  Muse's  homai^e  slioukl  receive ; 
It"  I  could  write,  or  Holies  could  tbrj^ive. 

]?ut  pardou,  Iciuued  youth,  that  I  decline 
A  name  so  loved  i)y  me,  so  lately  thine. 
>Vhen  Pelham  you  resign'd,  what  could  repair 
A  loss  so  great,  unless  Newcastle's  heir  ? 
Hydaspes,  that  the  Asian  plains  divides, 
From  his  brii!,ht  urn  in  purest  crystal  glides; 
But   when    new-fathering-    streams    enlarge   his 

course. 
He's  Indus  named,  and  rolls  with  mightier  force. 
In  fabled  Hoods  of  gold  his  current  flows. 
And  wealth  on  nations,  as  he  runs,  bestows. 

Direct  me,  Clare,  to  name  some  nobler  Muse, 
That  for  her  theme  thy  late  recess  may  choose, 
Such  bright  descriptions  shall  the  subject  dress ; 
Such  varied  scenes,  such  pleashig  images. 
That  swains  shall  leave  their  lawns,  and  nymphs 

their  bowers, 
And  quit  Arcadia  for  a  seat  like  yours. 

But  say,  who  shall  attempt  the' adventurous  part 
Where  Nature  borrows  dressfrom  Vanbrugh'sart? 
If,  by  Apollo  taught,  he  touch  the  lyre, 
Stones  mount  in  columns,  palaces  aspire. 
And  rocks  are  animated  with  his  fire. 
'Tis  he  can  paint  in  verse  those  rising  hills, 
Their  gentle  valleys,  and  their  silver  rills : 
Close  groves,  and  opening  glades  with  verdure 

spread,  [bleed. 

Flowers  sighing  sweets,  and  shrubs  that  balsam 
^^'ith  gay  variety  the  prospect  crown'd, 
And  all  the  bright  horizon  smiling  round, 
AVhilst  I  attempt  to  tell  how  ancient  Fame 
Ilcx-'ords  from  whence  the  villa  took  its  name. 

I  -2 
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In  times  of  old,  wlien  British  nymphs  were  known 
To  love  no  foreign  fashions  like  their  own ; 
"When  dress  was  monstrous,   and  tig-leaves   the 
And  quality  put  on  no  paint  but  woad".       [mode, 
Of  Spanish  red  unheard  was  then  the  name ; 
For  cheeks  were  only  taught  to  blush  by  shame. 
No  beauty,  to  increase  her  crowd  of  slaves. 
Rose  out  of  wash,  as  Venus  out  of  waves: 
Not  yet  lead  comb  was  on  the  toilet  placed ; 
Not  yet  broad  eye-brows  were  reduced  by  paste : 
No  shape-smith  set  up  shop,  and  drove  a  trade 
To  mend  the  work  wise  Providence  had  made. 
Tires  were  unheard  of,  and  unknown  the  loom, 
And  thrifty  silkworms  spun  for  times  to  come. 
Bare  limbs  were  then  the  marks  of  modesty ; 
All  like  Diana  were  below  the  knee. 

The  men  appear'd  a  rough  undaunted  race, 
Surly  in  show,  unfashion'd  in  address. 
Upright  ^  in  actions,  and  in  thought  sincere ; 
And  strictly  were  the  same  they  would  appear. 
Honour  was  placed  in  probity  alone  ; 
For  villains  had  no  titles  but  their  own. 
None  traveU'd  to  return  politely  mad  ; 
But  still  what  fancy  wanted,  reason  had. 
Whatever  Nature  ask'd,  their  hands  could  give  ; 
Unlearn'd  in  feasts,  they  only  eat  to  live. 
No  cook  with  art  increased  physicians'  fees  ; 
Nor  served  up  death  in  soups  and  fricassees. 
Their  taste  was,  like  their  temper,  unrefined ; 
For  looks  were  then  the  language  of  the  mind. 

*  Glastum.     See  Pliny  and  Dioscorides. 

^  Mores  eis  .simplices,  it  versutia  et  improbilate  nostras  teiu- 
pestatis  hominum  longe  reinoti.  See  Diod.  Sic.  Bib.  Hist. 
Lib.  4.  Vers.  Lat. 
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Ere  right  and  \vrong-,  by  turns,  sot  prices  bore; 
And  conscience  had  its  rate,  Hke  common  vhore; 
Or  tools  to  great  employments  had  |)retence  ; 
Or  merit  was  ma(h'  out  by  impiideiiee  ; 
Or  coxcombs  look'd  assuming  in  atlViirs  ; 
And  humble  friends  grew  haughty  ministers. 

In  those  good  days  of  innocence  here  stood 
Of  oaks,  with  heads  unshorn,  a  solemn  wood, 
Fre<juented  by  the  Druids  \  to  bestow 
Religious  honours  on  the  misseltoe  ^ 

The  naturalists  art;  puzzled  to  explain 
How  trees  did  first  this  stranger  entertain  : 
Whether  the  busy  birds  ingraft  it  there  : 
Or  else  some  deity's  mysterious  care. 
As  Druids  thought ;  for  when  the  blasted  oak 
By  lightning  falls,  this  plant  escapes  the  stroke. 
So  when  the  (iauls  the  towers  of  Home  defaced. 
And  tlames  drove  forward  with  outrageous  waste; 
.love's  favour'd  capitol  uninjured  stood  ; 
So  sacred  was  the  mansion  of  a  god. 

Shades  honour'd  by  this  plant  the  Druids  chose. 
Here,  for  the  bleeding  victims,  altars  rose. 
To  Hermes  *  oft  they  paid  their  sacrifice  ; 
Parent  of  arts,  and  [)atron  of  the  wise  ! 
Good  rules  in  mild  persuasions  they  convey'd ; 
Their  lives  confirming  what  their  lectures  said. 
None  violated  truth,  invaded  right ; 
Yet  had  few  laws,  but  will  and  appetite. 

*  Jam  per  se  roboniiii  eli^unt  lucos. --P/in.  Lib.  IG. 

•'  Et  niliil  liabent  Diiiiilx-  visco,  et  arbore  in  qua  gignatur, 
si  ruodn  sit  robur,  sacratius.  Pliii.  ibid.  Et  V'iscum  Druida. 
Ovid. 

"  Deuni  maxima  Merciirium  colunt :  hunc  omiiiuui  invento- 
it-m  artium  feriint :  post  banc,  Jovem,  ApollLneni,  &c. — Cces. 
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The  people's  peace  they  studied,  and  profess'd 
No  pohtics '  but  pubUc  interest. 
Hard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  food  ; 
For  all  their  luxury  was  doing  good. 

No  mitred  priest  did  then  with  princes  vie. 
Nor  o'er  his  master  claim  supremacy  ; 
Nor  were  the  rules  of  faith  allow'd  more  pure, 
For  being  several  centuries  obscure. 
None  lost  their  fortunes,  forfeited  their  blood. 
For  not  believing  what  none  understood : 
Nor  simony,  nor  sinecure,  were  known  ; 
Nor  would  the  bee  work  honey  for  the  drone : 
Nor  was  the  way  invented  to  dismiss 
Frail  Abigails  with  fat  pluralities. 

But  then,  in  fillets  bound,  a  hallow'd  band 
Taught  how  to  tend  the  flocks,  and  till  the  land: 
Could  tell  what  murrains  in  what  months  begun, 
And  how  the  seasons^  travell'd  with  the  sun: 
When  his  dim  orb  seem'd  wading  through  the  air. 
They  told  that  rain  on  dropping  wings  drew  near; 
And  that  the  winds  their  bellowing  throats  would 

try. 
When  reddening  clouds  reflect  his  blood-shot  eye. 
All  their  remarks  on  Nature's  laws,  require 
More  lines  than  would  even  Alpin's  readers  tire. 

This  sect  in  sacred  veneration  held 
Opinions,  by  the  Samian  Sage^  reveal'd; 
That  matter  no  annihilation  knows, 
But  wanders  from  these  tenements  to  those. 

■  ^  De  republica,  nisi  per  concilium,  loqui  non  conceditur. 
CcEs.  Lib.  6. 

'  Malta  prasterea  de  sideribus,  et  eorum  inolu,  de  rerum 
natura,  &c. — Ctes. 
^  Pythagoras. 
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For  \vhcii  the  plastic  parti(;les  arc  f^one, 
Tlioy  rally  in  sonic  spocies  like  their  own. 
The  selfsame  atoms,  if  new  jumbled,  will 
In  seas  be  restless,  and  in  earth  be  still ; 
Can,  in  the  trutHe,  furnish  out  a  feast; 
And  nauseate,  in  the  scaly  squill,  the  taste. 
Those  falling  leaves  that  w  ither  with  the  year, 
AViil,  in  the  next,  on  other  stems  appear. 
The  sap  that  now  forsakes  the  bursting  bud, 
In  some  new  shoot  will  circulate  green  blood. 
The  breath  to-day  that  from  the  jasmin  blows, 
Will,  when  the  season  offers,  scent  the  rose ; 
And  those  bright  tlames  that  in  carnations  glow, 
Ere  long  will  blanch  the  lily  with  a  snow. 

They  hold  that  matter  must  be  still  the  same. 
And  varies  but  in  tigure'  and  in  name : 
And  that  the  soul  '^  not  dies,  but  shifts  her  seat; 
New  rounds  of  life  to  run ;  or  past,  repeat. 
Thus,  when  the  brave  and  virtuous  cease  to  live, 
In  beings  brave  and  virtuous  they  revive". 
Again  shall  Romulus  in  Nassau  reign  ; 
Great  Numa,  in  a  IJruiiswick  prince,  ordain 
Good  laws ;   and  halcyon  years  shall  hush  the 
world  again. 

The  truths  of  old  traditions  were  their  theme  ; 
Or  gods  descending  in  a  morning-dream. 
Pass'd  acts  they  cited  ;  and  to  come,  foretold  ; 
And  could  events,  not  ripe  for  fate,  unfold. 


'"  Imprimis  lioc  voluiit  persuadere,  non  interire  animas, 
sell  ab  aliis  post  luurti-iu  transire  ad  alios. — Cas. 

"   Et  vos  Barbaiicos  ritus — Sacrorum  Druidti; — redituriu 
j)arsere  vita; — regit  idem  spiritus  arlus. — Lucaii,  Lib.  1. 
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Beneath  the  shady  covert  of  an  oak, 
In  rhymes'-  uncouth,  prophetic  truths  they  spoke. 
Attend  then,  Chire  ;  nor  is  the  legend  long; 
The  story  of  thy  villa  is  their  song''. 

The  fair  Montano,  of  the  silvan  race, 
AVas  with  each  beauty  bless'd,  and  every  grace. 
His  sire,  green  Faunus,  guardian  of  the  wood; 
His  mother,  a  swift  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
Her  silver  urn  supplied  the  neighbouring  streams, 
A  darling  daughter  of  the  bounteous  Thames. 

Not  lovelier  seem'd  Narcissus  to  the  eye  ; 
Nor,  when  a  flower,  could  boast  more  fragrancy: 
His  skin  might  with  the  down  of  swans  compare, 
More  smooth  than  pearl,    than    mountain   snow 

more  fair. 
In  shape  so  poplars  or  the  cedars  please  : 
But  those  are  not  so  straight,  nor  graceful  these. 
His  flowing  hair  in  unforced  ringlets  hung; 
Tuneful  his  voice,  persuasive  was  his  tongue. 
The  haughtiest  fair  scarce  heard  without  a  wound, 
But  sunk  to  softness  at  the  melting  sound. 

The  fourth  bright  lustre  had  but  just  begun 
To  shade  his  blushing  cheeks  with  doubtful  down. 
All  day  he  ranged  tiie  woods,  and  spread  the  toils. 
And  knew  no  pleasures  but  in  silvan  spoils. 
In  vain  the  nymphs  put  on  each  pleasing  grace ; 
Too  cheap  the  quarry  seem'd,  too  short  the  chase. 
For,  though  possession  be  the'  undoubted  view. 
To  seize  is  far  less  pleasure  than  pursue,  [impair. 
Those  nymphs  that  yield  too  soon,  their  charms 
And  prove  at  last  but  despicably  fair. 

'^  Et  magnum  nuiiierura  versuum  ediscere  dicuntar. — C(ps. 
'^  Superstitione  vana  Druidse  cauebant,  &c. — Tacit.  Lib.  4- 
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His  own  iiiuloiiiff  t;liitton  Lov«;  (Iccrees, 
And  pulls  tile  appetite  lie  meant  to  please: 
J  lis  slender  wants  loo  largely  lie  supplies; 
Thrives  on  short  meals,  but  by  indulgence  dies. 

A  grot  there  was,  with  hoary  moss  o'ergrown, 
Rough  with  rude  shells,  and  arch'd  with  moulder- 
ing stone  ; 
Sad  silence  reigns  n\  itliin  the  lonesome  wall. 
And  weeping  rills  but  whisper  as  they  fall; 
The  clasping  ivies  up  the  ruin  creep  ; 
And  there  the  bat  and  drowsy  beetle  sleep. 

This  cell  sad  Echo  chose,  by  love  betray'd, 
A  fit  retirement  for  a  mourning  maid. 
Hither,  fatigued  with  toil,  the  Sylvan  flies. 
To  shun  the  calenture  of  sultry  skies  ; 
But  feels  a  iiercer  flame,  l^ove's  keenest  dart 
rinds  through  his  eyes  a  passage  to  his  heart. 
Pensive  the  virgin  sat  with  folded  arms, 
Her  tears  but  lending  lustre  to  her  charms. 
With  pity  he  beholds  her  wounding  woes ; 
But  wants  himself  the  pity  he  bestows. 

'  Oil,  whether  of  a  mortal  born!  (he  cries) 
Or  some  fair  daughter  of  the  distant  skies. 
That,  in  compassion,  leave  your  crystal  sphere. 
To  guard  some  favour'd  charge,  and  wander  here; 
Slight  not  my  suit,  nor  too  ungentle  prove. 
But  pity  one,  a  novice  yet  in  love. 
If  words  avail  not,  see  my  suppliant  tears; 
Nor  disregard  those  dumb  petitioners  !' 

From  his  complaint  the  tyrant  virgin  flies. 
Asserting  all  the  empire  of  her  eyes. 

Full  thrice  three  days  he  lingers  out  in  grief. 
Nor  seeks,  from  sleep  or  sustenance,  relief. 
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The  lamp  of  life  now  casts  a  glimmering  light ; 
The  meeting  lids  his  setting  eyes  benight. 
"What  force  remains,  the  hapless  lover  tries  ; 
Invoking  thus  his  kindred  deities  : 

'  Haste,  parents  of  the  flood,  your  race  to  mourn; 
"With  tears  replenish  each  exhausted  urn. 
Retake  the  life  you  gave,  but  let  the  maid 
Fall  a  just  victim  to  an  injured  shade.' 
More  he  endeavour'd  ;  but  the  accents  hung 
Half  form'd,  and  stopp'd  untinish'd  on  his  tongue. 

For  him  the  Graces  their  sad  vigils  keep  ; 
Love  broke  his  bow,  and  wish'd  for  eyes  to  weep. 
What  gods  can  do,  the  mournful  Faunus  tries ; 
A  mount  erecting  where  the  Sylvan  lies. 
The  rural  powers  the  wondrous  pile  survey, 
And  piously  their  different  honours  pay. 
The'  ascent,  with  verdant  herbage  Pales  spread  ; 
And  nymphs,  transform'd   to  laurels,  lent  their 

shade. 
Her  stream  a  Naiad  from  the  basis  pours ; 
And  Flora  strows  the  summit  with  her  flowers. 
Alone  Mount  Latmos  claims  preeminence. 
When  silver  Cynthia  lights  the  world  from  thence. 

Sad  Echo  now  laments  her  rigour,  more 
Than  for  Narcissus  her  loose  flame  before. 
Her  flesh  to  sinew  shrinks,  her  charms  are  fled  ; 
All  day  in  rifted  rocks  she  hides  her  head. 
Soon  as  the  evening  shows  a  sky  serene. 
Abroad  she  strays,  but  never  to  be  seen. 
And  ever  as  the  weeping  Naiads  name 
Her  cruelty,  the  nymph  repeats  the  same. 
With  them  she  joins,  her  lover  to  deplore. 
And  haunts  the  lonely  dales  he  ranged  before. 


/■X,h.xi  f't*^aja^h-M)m  .OxAT 
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Her  sex's  piivile|2;e  she  yet  retains  ; 

And  though  to  nothing  wasted,  voice  remains. 

So  sung  the  Druids — then,  with  rapture  fired, 
Thus  utter  what  tin;  Delphic'^  god  inspired: 

'  Ere  twice  ten  centuries  sliall  fleet  away, 
A  Brunswick  piince  shall  Britain's  sceptre  sway. 
No  more  fair  Liberty  shall  mourn  her  chains; 
The  maid  is  rescued,  her  loved  Perseus  reigns. 
From  Jove  '*  he  comes,  the  captive  to  restore  ; 
Nor  can  the  thunder  of  his  sire  do  more. 
Religion  shall  dread  nothing  but  disguise ; 
And  Justice  need  no  bandage  tor  her  eyes. 
Britannia  smiles,  nor  fears  a  foreign  lord; 
Her  safety  to  secure,  t\v  o  powers  accord. 
Her  Neptune's  trident,  and  her  monarch's  sword. 
Like  him,  shall  his  Augustus  shine  in  arms. 
Though  captive  to  his  Carolina's  charms. 
Ages  with  future  heroes  she  shall  bless  ; 
And  Venus  once  more  found  an  Alban  race. 

*  Then  shall  a  Clare  in  honour's  cause  engage : 
Example  must  reclaim  a  graceless  age. 
Where  guides  themselves  for  guilty  views  mislead, 
And  laws  even  by  the  legislators  bleed, 
His  brave  contempt  of  state  shall  teach  the  proud. 
None  but  the  virtuous  are  of  noble  blood. 
For  tyrants  are  but  princes  in  disguise. 
Though  sprung  by  long  descents  from  Ptolemies. 
Right  he  shall  vindicate,  good  laws  defend ; 
The  firmest  patriot,  and  the  warmest  friend. 

'*  Et  partim  augiuiis,  partini  conjectura,  quas  essent  i'utura, 
&c. — Cic.  de  Divinalioiie. 

'*  Son  of  Jupiter  and  Uanae. 
5*2  K 
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Great  Edward's"'  order  early  he  shall  wear; 
New  light  restoring  to  the  sullied  star. 
Oft  will  his  leisure  this  retirement  choose, 
Still  finding  future  subjects  for  the  Muse, 
And  to  record  the  Sylvan's  fatal  flame. 
The  place  shall  hve  in  song,  and  Claremont  be 
the  name.' 

'"  Theologi  et  vates  erant  apud  eos,  Druidas  ipsi  vocant, 
qui  a  victimarum  extis  de  futuris  divinant. — Diod.  Sic.  Lai. 
Ver. 


MISCELLANIES. 


TO  THE 

LADY  LOUISA  LENOX, 

WITH  OVID's  epistles. 

In  moving  lines  these  few  Epistles  tell 

What  fate  attends  the  nynipli  that  likes  too  well : 

llow  faintly  the  successful  lovers  burn; 

And  their  negUcted  cliarms  how  ladies  mourn. 

The  fair  you  'il  lin<l,  when  soft  entreaties  fail, 

Assert  their  uncontested  right,  and  rail. 

Too  soon  they  listen,  and  resent  too  late ; 

'Tis  sure  they  love,  whene'er  they  strive  to  hate. 

Their  sex  or  proudly  shuns,  or  |)oorly  craves ; 

Commencing  tyrants,  and  concluding  slaves. 

Indirt'ering  breasts  whatditlering  passions  glow ! 
Ours  kindle  cpiick,  but  yours  extinguish  slow. 
Tlie  fire  we  boast  with  force  uncertain  burns. 
And  breaks  but  out  as  appetite  returns  : 
But  yours,  like  incense,  mounts  by  soft  degrees. 
And,  in  a  fragrant  ilame,  consumes  to  please. 

Your  sex,  in  all  that  can  engage,  excel ; 
And  ours  in  patience,  and  pirsuading  well. 
Impartial  Nature  e(iualiy  decrees  ; 
You  have  your  pride,  and  we  our  perjuries. 
Though  form'd  to  conquer,  yet  too  oft  you  fall 
By  giving  nothing,  or  by  granting  all. 

But,  madam,  long  will  your  unpractised  years 
Smile  at  the  tale  of  lovers'  hopes  and  fears. 
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Though  infant  graces  sooth  your  gentle  hours, 
More  soft  than  sighs,  more  sweet  than  breathing 

flowers ; 
Let  rash  admirers  your  keen  hgiitning  fear  ; 
'Tis  bright  at  distance,  but  destroys  if  near. 

The  time  ere  long,  if  verse  presage,  will  come, 
Your  charms  shall  open  in  full  13rudenell  bloom. 
All  eyes  shall  gaze,  all  hearts  shall  homage  vow. 
And  not  a  lover  languish  but  for  you. 
The    Muse  shall   string  her  lyre,  with  garlands 

crown'd, 
And  each  bright  nymph  shall  sicken  at  the  sound. 

So  when  Aurora  lirst  salutes  the  sight. 
Pleased  we  behold  the  tender  dawn  of  light; 
But  when  with  riper  red  she  warms  the  skies, 
In  circling  tlirongs  the  wing'd  musicians  rise  : 
And  the  gay  groves  rejoice  in  symphonies. 
Each  pearly  flower  with  painted  beauty  shines. 
And  every  star  its  fading  lire  resigns. 


TO 

IIICHARD  EARL  OF  BURLINGTON, 

WITH  OVID'S  art  of  LOVE. 

MY   LORD, 

Our  poet's  rules,  in  easy  numbers  tell. 

He  felt  the  passion  he  describes  so  well. 

In  that  soft  art  successfully  refined. 

Though  angry  Caesar  frown'd,  the  fair  were  kind. 

More  ills  from  love  than  tyrants'  malice  flow  ; 

Jove's  thunder  strikes  less  sure  than  Cupid's  bow, 

Ovid  both  felt  the  pain,  and  found  the  ease : 
Physicians  study  most  their  own  disease. 
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The  practice  of  that  age  in  this  we  try, 
I-atli('s  wouhl  lislc-n  then,  and  lovers  lie. 
AVho  Ihittcr'il  most  thu  fair  were  most  polite, 
I'acij  thoii<;ht  iicr  own  admirer  in  the  right: 
To  be  bnt  faintly  rnde  was  criminal, 
But  to  be  boldly  so,  atoned  for  all. 
Breeding  was  banish'd  for  the  fair  one's  sake, 
The  sex  ne'er  gives,  bnt  suffers  ours  should  take. 

Advice  to  you,  my  Lord,  in  vain  we  bring. 
The  flowers  ne'er  fail  to  meet  the  blooming  spring. 
Though  you  possess  all  Nature's  gifts,  take  care; 
Love's  (|ueen  has  charms,  Imt  fatal  is  her  snare. 

On  all  that  godd(>ss  her  false  smiles  bestows. 
As  on  the  seas  she  reigns,  from  whence  she  rose. 
Young  Zephyrs  sigh  with  fragrant  breath,  softgales 
Guide  her  gay  barge,  and  swell  the  silken  sails  : 
Each  silver  wave  in  beauteous  order  moves, 
Fair  as  her  bosom,  gentle  as  her  doves; 
But  he  that  once  eml)arks,  too  surely  finds 
A  sullen  sky,  black  storms,  and  angry  winds; 
Cares,  fears,  and  anguish,  hovering  on  the  coast. 
And  wrecks  of  wretches,  by  their  folly  lost. 

AVhen  coming  time  shall  bless  you  with  a  bride. 
Let  passion  not  persuade,  but  reason  guide: 
Instead  of  gold,  let  gentle  truth  endear ; 
She  has  most  charms  w  ho  is  the  most  sincere. 
Shun  vain  variety,  'tis  but  disease  ; 
Weak  appetites  are  ever  hard  to  please. 
The  nymph  must  fear  to  be  inquisitive ; 
'Tis  for  the  sex's  cpiiet  to  believe. 
Her  air  an  easy  confidence  must  show. 
And  shun  to  find  what  she  would  dread  to  know: 
Still  charming  with  all  arts  that  can  engage. 
And  be  the  Juliana  of  the  age. 

k2 


lOU  GARTH, 

TO  THE 

DUCHESS  OF  BOLTON, 

ON  HER 

STAYING  ALL  THE  WINTER  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

Cease  rural  conquests,  and  set  free  your  swains, 
To  Dryads  leave  the  groves,  to  Nymphs  the  plains: 
In  pensive  dales  alone  let  Echo  dwell, 
And  each  sad  sigh  she  hears  with  sorrow  tell. 
Haste,  let  your  eyes  at  Kent's »  pavilion  shine. 
It  wants  but  stars,  and  then  the  work's  divine. 
Of  late,  Fame  only  tells  of  yielding  towns, 
Of  captive  generals,  and  protected  crowns  : 
Of  purchased  laurels,  and  of  battles  won, 
Lines  forced,  states  vanquishVl,  provinces  o'errun, 
And  all  Alcides'  labours  summ'd  in  one. 

The  brave  must  to  the  fair  now  yield  the  prize. 
And  English  arras  submit  to  English  eyes  : 
In  which  bright  list  among  the  first  you  stand ; 
Though  each  a  goddess,  or  a  Sunderland. 


THE  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH, 

ON  HIS  VOLUNTARY  BANISHMENT. 

Go,  mighty  Prince,  and  those  great  nations  see, 
Which  thy  victorious  arms  before  made  free  ; 
View  that  famed  column,  where  thy  name  engraved, 
Shall  tell  their  children  who  their  empire  saved  ; 
'  A  gallery  the  Earl  of  Kent  Iiad  built  at  St.  James's. 
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Point  out  tliiit  inaihle  whore  tliy  worth  is  shown. 
To  every  grateful  country  but  tl)y  own  : 
O  censure  undeserved  !  unequal  fate  ! 
AVhich  strove  to  lessen  him  who  made  her  great: 
Which,  j)ami)cr'd  witli  success  and  rich  in  fame, 
Mxtol'd  his  conc|U(;sts,  but  condemn'd  his  name. 
IJiit  virtue  is  a  crime  when  placed  on  hilih, 
Though  all  the  I'ault's  in  the  beholder's  eye; 
Yet  he  untouch 'd,  as  in  the  heat  of  wars, 
riies  from  no  danger  but  domestic  jars  ; 
Smiles  at  the  dart  w  Inch  angry  envy  shakes. 
And  only  fears  for  her  whom  he  forsakes  : 
He  griev(!S  to  find  the  course  of  virtue  cross'd. 
Blushing  to  see  our  blood  no  better  lost ; 
Disdains  in  factious  parties  to  contend. 
And  proves,  in  absence  most,  Britannia's  friend. 
So  the  great  Scipio  of  old,  to  shun 
That  glorious  envy  which  his  arms  had  won. 
Tar  from  his  dear,  tmgratcful  Korae  retired. 
Prepared,  w  hene'er  his  country's  cause  retjuired. 
To  shine  in  peace  or  war,  and  be  again  admired. 


TO  THE 

EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN. 

Whilst  weeping  Europe  bends  beneath  her  ills. 
And  where  the  sword  destroys  not,  famine  kills. 
Our  isle  enjoys,  by  your  successful  care. 
The  pomp  of  peace,  amidst  the  woes  of  war. 
So  much  the  pnl)lic  to  yoiir  prudence  owes, 
You  think  no  labours  lono;  for  our  repose  : 
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Such  conduct,  such  integrity  are  shown, 
There  are  no  cofiers  empty,  but  your  own. 

From  mean  dependance,  merit  you  retrieve  ; 
Unask'd  you  ofter,  and  unseen  you  give : 
Your  favour,  like  the  Nile,  increase  bestows, 
And  yet  conceals  the  source  from  whence  it  flows. 
No  pomp  or  grand  appearance  you  approve  ; 
A  people  at  their  ease  is  what  you  love  :  . 
To  lessen  taxes,  and  a  nation  save. 
Are  all  the  grants  your  services  would  have. 
Thus  far,  the  state-machine  wants  no  repair. 
But  moves  in  matchless  order  by  your  care; 
Free  from  confusion,  settled,  and  serene; 
And,  like  the  universe,  by  springs  unseen. 

But  now  some  star  sinister  to  our  prayers. 
Contrives  new  schemes,  and  calls  you  from  affairs : 
No  anguish  in  your  looks,  or  cares  appear. 
But  how  to  teach  the'  unpractised  crew  to  stefer. 
Thus,  like  a  victim,  no  constraint  you  need. 
To  expiate  their  offence  by  whom  you  bleed. 

Ingratitude  's  a  weed  of  every  clime. 
It  thrives  too  last  at  first,  but  fades  in  time. 
The  god  of  day  and  your  own  lot 's  the  same  ; 
The  vapours  you  have  raised,  obscure  your  flame : 
But  though  you  suffer,  and  awhile  retreat'. 
Your  globe  of  light  looks  larger  as  you  set. 

'  This  seems  to  have  been  written  when  Lord  Godolphin 
was  removed  from  the  office  of  Lord  High  Treasurer. 
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HER  MAJESTY  S'  STATUE, 

IN  ST.  P.M'L's  church-yard. 

Near  the  vast  bulk  of  that  stupendous  frame. 
Known  by  the  (Jcntilt's' great  apostle's  name  ; 
With  grace  iliviut',  great  Anna  s  seen  to  rise^ 
An  awful  form  that  glads  a  nation's  eyes: 
Beneath  her  feet  four  mighty  realms  appear. 
And  with  due  reverence  pay  their  homage  there. 
Britain  and  Ireland  seem  to  own  her  grace, 
And  even  wild  India  wears  a  smiling  face. 

Hut  France  alont;  with  downcast  eyes  is  seen 
The  sad  attendant  of  so  good  a  Queen  : 
Ungrateful  country!   to  forget  so  soon 
All  that  great  Anna  for  thy  sake  has  done : 
When  sworn  the  kind  defender  of  thy  cause. 
Spite  of  her  dear  religion,  spite  of  laws  ; 
For  thee  she  sheath'd  the  terrors  of  her  sword. 
For  thee  she  broke  her  general — and  her  word  ; 
For  thee  her  mind  in  doubtful  terms  she  told. 
And  learn'd  to  speak  like  oracles  of  old. 
For  thee,  for  thee  alone,  what  could  she  more? 
She  lost  the  honour  she  had  gain'd  before ; 
Lost  all  the  trophies,  which  her  arms  had  won, 
(Such  Cicsar  never  knew,  nor  Philip's  son) 
llesign'd  the  glories  of  a  ten  year's  reign. 
And  such  as  none  but  Marlborough's  arm  could 

gain. 
For  thee  in  annals  she  's  content  to  shine, 
Like  other  monarchs  of  the  Stuart  line. 

'   Queen  Anne. 
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THE  NEW  CONSPIRACY,  1716. 

Where,   where,  degenerate   countrymen — how 

high 
Will  your  fond  folly  and  your  madness  fly? 
Are  scenes  of  death  and  servile  chains  so  dear, 
To  sue  for  blood  and  bondage  every  year ; 
Like  rebel  Jews,  with  too  much  freedom  cursed. 
To  court  a  change — though  certain  of  the  worst  ? 

There  is  no  climate  which  you  have  not  sought. 
Where  tools  of  war  and  vagrant  kings  are  bought; 
O  !  noble  passion,  to  your  country  kind. 
To  crown  her  with — the  refuse  of  mankind. 
As  if  the  new  Home,  which  your  schemes  unfold, 
Were  to  be  built  on  rapine,  like  the  old. 
While  her  asylum  openly  provides 
For  every  ruffian  every  nation  hides. 

Will  you  still  tempt  the  great  avenger's  blow, 
And  force  the  bolt — which  he  is  loath  to  throw? 
Have  there  too  few  already  bit  the  plains. 
To  make  you  seek  new  Prestons  and  Dumblains  ? 
If  vengeance  loses  its  efl'ect  so  fast. 
Yet  those  of  mercy  sure — should  longer  last. 

Say,  is  it  rashness  or  despair  provokes 
Your  harden'd  hearts  to  these  repeated  strokes  1 
lieply  : — Behold,  their  looks  their  souls  declare. 
All  pale  with  guilt,  and  dumb  with  deep  despair. 

Hear  then,  you  sons  of  blood  !  your  destined 
fate. 
Hear,  ere  you  sin  too  soon — repent  too  late. 
Madly  you  try  to  weaken  George's  reign. 
And  stem  the  stream  of  Providence  in  vain. 


ON  TlIK  KING  OF  SPAIN.  Ill 

By  ri^ht,  hy  wortli,  l)y  wonders  made  our  own, 
The  hand  tliat  gave  it,  shall  preserve  his  throne, 
As  vain  your  liopes  to  distant  times  remove. 
To  try  tlio  second,  or  the  third  from  .love  ; 
For  'tis  the  nature  of  tliat  sacred  hue. 
To  concjuer  monsters,  and  to  grow  divine. 


ON 

THE  KING  OF  SPAIN. 

Pallas,  destructive  to  the  Trojan  line, 

Razed  their  proud  walls,  tliough  built  by  hands 

divine : 
But  love's  bright  goddess,  wilh  propitious  grace. 
Preserved  a  hero,  and  restored  the  race. 
Thus  the  famed  empire  where  the  Iber  flows, 
Fell  by  Eliza,  and  i)y  Anna  rose. 


VERSES 


WRITTKN  FOR  THK  TOASTINT.-GL ASSES  OF  THE  KIT- 
CAT  CLUn.       1703. 

LADY    CARLISLE. 

Carlisle's  a  name  can  every  Muse  inspire. 
To  Carlisle  fill  the  glass,  and  tunc  the  lyre. 
AA'ith  his  loved  bays  the  god  of  day  shall  crown 
A  wit  and  lustre  equal  to  his  own. 

THE  same. 
At  once  the  Sun  and  Carlisle  took  their  way 
'i'o  warm  the  frozen  north,  and  kindle  day  ; 
The  flowers  to  both  their  glad  creation  owed, 
Their  virtues  he,  their  beauties  she  bestow'd. 
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LADY  ESSEX. 

The  bravest  hero,  and  the  brightest  dame, 
From  Belgia's  happy  dime  Britannia  drew  ; 

One  pregnant  cloud  we  find  does  often  frame 
The  awful  thunder,  and  the  gentle  dew. 

THE  SAME. 

To  Essex  fill  the  sprightly  wine. 
The  health  's  engaging  and  divine  : 
Let  purest  odours  scent  the  air, 
And  wreaths  of  roses  bind  our  hair. 
In  her  chaste  lips  these  blushing  lie. 
And  those  her  gentle  sighs  supply. 

LADY  HYDE. 

The  god  of  wine  grows  jealous  of  his  art, 
He  only  fires  the  head,  but  Hyde  the  heart. 
The  queen  of  love  looks  on,  and  smiles  to  see 
A  nymph  more  mighty  than  a  deity. 

ON  LADY  HYDE  IN  CHILD-BED. 

Hyde,  though  in  agonies,  her  graces  keeps, 
A  thousand   charms  the  nymph's   complaints 

In  tears  of  dew  so  mild  Aurora  weeps,      [adorn; 
But  her  bright  offspring  is  the  cheerful  morn. 

J^ADY  WHARTON. 

When  Jove  to  Ida  did  the  gods  invite. 
And  in  immortai  toasting  pass'd  the  night. 
With  more  than  nectar  he  the  banquet  bless'd. 
For  Wharton  was  tlie  Venus  of  the  feast. 
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TO  MR.  GAY, 

ON  ms  POEMS. 

When  Fame  did  o'er  the  spacious  plains 

The  lays,  she  once  had  Icarn'd,  repeat; 
All  listen'd  to  th's  tuneful  strains. 

And  wonder'd  who  could  sins^  so  sweet. 
Twas  thus  : — Tin;  (iraces  held  the  lyre, 

The'  harmonious  fratue  the  Muses  strung, 
"J'he  Loves  and  Smiles  composed  the  choir. 

And  Gay  transcribed  what  Phcebus  sung. 


To 
THE  MERTIY  POETASTER, 

AT  S.\nni.EU's-HALL,  IN  CHEATSIDE. 

Unwieldy  pedant,  let  thy  awkward  Muse 
W^ith  censures  praise,  with  flatteries  abuse. 
To  lash,  and  not  be  felt,  in  thee  's  an  art ; 
Thou  ne'er  madestany,but  thy  school-boys,  smart. 
Then  be  advised,  and  scribble  not  again  ; 
Thou  "rt  fashion'd  for  a  tlail,  and  not  a  pen. 

If  B Ts  immortal  wit  thou  would'st  decry, 

Pretend  'tis  he  that  writ  thy  poetry  : 
Thy  feeble  satire  ne'er  can  do  him  wrong : 
Thy  poems  and  thy  patients  live  not  long. 
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PROLOGUE, 

DESIGNED  FOR  TAMERLANE. 

To-day  a  mighty  hero  comes,  to  warm 

Your  curdhng  blood,  and  bid  you,  Britons,  arm. 

To  valour  much  he  owes,  to  virtue  more; 

He  fights  to  save,  and  conquers  to  restore. 

He  strains  no  texts,  nor  makes  dragoons  persuade ; 

He  likes  religion,  but  he  hates  the  trade. 

Born  for  mankind,  they  by  his  labour  live; 

Their  property  is  his  prerogative. 

His  sword  destroys  less  than  his  mercy  saves. 

And  none,  except  his  passions,  are  his  slaves. 

Such,  Britons,  is  the  prince  that  you  possess. 

In  council  greatest,  and  in  camps  no  less : 

Brave,  but  not  cruel ;  wise  without  deceit ; 

Born  for  an  age  cursed  with  a  Bajazet. 

But  you,  disdaining  to  be  too  secure. 

Ask  his  protection,  and  yet  grudge  his  power. 

With  you  a  monarch's  right  is  in  dispute  ; 

Who  give  supplies,  are  only  absolute. 

Britons,  for  shame  !  your  factious  feuds  decline, 

Too  long  you  've  labour'd  for  the  Bourbon  line  : 

Assert  lost  rights,  an  Austrian  prince  alone 

Is  born  to  nod  upon  a  Spanish  throne. 

A  cause  no  less  could  on  great  Eugene  call  ; 

Steep  Alpine  rocks  require  a  Hannibal : 

He  shows  you  your  lost  honour  to  retrieve  ; 

Our  troops  will  fight,  when  once  the  senate  give. 

Quit  your  cabals  and  factions,  and  in  spite 

Of  Whig  and  Tory,  in  this  cause  unite. 
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One  vote  will  then  send  Anjou  back  to  France; 
There  let  the  meteor  eiul  his  airy  dance  : 
Else  to  the  Mantuan  soil  he  may  repair, 
E'en  abdicated  c,ods  were  Latiuni's  care; 
At  worst,  he  '11  find  some  Cornish  borough  here. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  MUSIC-MEETING, 

IN   YORK  BIMLDINGS. 

Where  music  and  n»ore  powerful  beauties  reign 
AVho  can  support  the  pleasure  and  the  pain? 
Here  their  soft  magic  those  two  sirens  try. 
And  if  we  listen,  or  but  look,  we  die. 
Why  should  we  then  the  wondrous  tales  admire 
Of  Orpheus' numbers,  or  Amphion's  lyre? 
Behold  this  scene  of  beauty,  and  confess 
The  wonder  greater,  and  the  iiction  less  : 
Like  human  victims  here  we  are  decreed 
To  worship  those  liright  altars  where  we  bleed. 
Who  braves  his  fate  in  fields,  must  tremble  here  ; 
Triumphant  love  more  vassals  makes  than  fear, 
INTo  faction,  homage  to  the  fair  denies  ; 
The  right  divine  's  apparent  in  their  eyes. 
That  empire  's  fix'd  that 's  founded  in  desire; 
Those  fires,  the  vestals  guard,  can  ne'er  expire. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  CORNISH   SQUIRE, 

A  COMEDY. 

Who  dares  not  plot  in  this  good-natured  age  ? 
Each  place  is  privileged  except  the  stage  ; 
There  the  dread  phalanx  of  reformers  come. 
Sworn  foes  to  wit,  as  Carthage  was  to  Home ; 
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Their  ears  so  sanctified,  no  scenes  can  please. 
But  heavy  hymns,  or  pensive  homilies  : 
Truths,  plainly  told,  their  tender  nature  wound, 
Young  rakes  must,  like  old  patriarchs,  expound ; 
The  painted  punk  the  proselyte  must  play, 
And  bawds,  Wkejille-clcvotes,  procure  and  pray. 
How  nature  is  inverted  !  Soon  you  '11  see 
Senates  unanimous,  and  sects  agree, 
Jews  at  extortion  rail,  and  monks  at  mystery. 
Let  characters  be  represented  true, 
An  airy  sinner  makes  an  awkward  prue. 
With  force  and  fitting  freedom  vice  arraign ; 
Though  pulpits  flatter,  let  the  stage  speak  plain. 
If  Verres  gripes  the  poor,  or  Neenius  write, 
Call  that  the  rol^ber,  this  the  jiarasite. 
Ne'er  aim  to  make  an  eagle  of  an  owl, 
Cinna's  a  statesman,  Sydrophil  a  tool. 
Our  ccnsurers  with  want  of  thought  dispense. 
But  tremble  at  the  hideous  sin  of  sense. 
Who  would  not  such  hard  fate  as  ours  bemoan  ? 
Indicted  for  some  wit,  and  damn'd  for  none. 
But  if,  to-day,  some  scandal  should  appear. 
Let  those  precise  TartufFs  bind  o'er  Moliere, 
Poet  and  Papist  too,  they  '11  surely  maul, 
There's  no  indulgences  at  Hicks's  Hall. 
Gold  only  can  their  pious  spite  allay, 
They  call  none  criminals  that  can  but  pay : 
The  heedless  shrines  with  victims  they  invoke. 
They  take  the  fat,  and  give  the  gods  the  smoke, 
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PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN   AT  THE 

OPENING  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  THEATRE, 

IN  THi:  llAY-MARKET. 

Such  was  our  buildor's  art,  that  soon  as  named, 
This  fabric,  hke  the  infant  world,  was  framed. 
The  architect  must  on  dull  order  wait, 
But  'tis  the  poet  only  can  create. 
None  else,  at  pleasure,  can  duration  give, 
AVhen  Marble  fails,  the  Muses'  structures  live. 
The  Cyprian  fane  is  now  no  longer  seen. 
Though  sacred  to  the  name  of  love's  fair  queen. 
Even  Athens  scarce  in  pompous  ruin  stands. 
Though  finish'd  by  the  learn'd  Minerva's  hands. 
More  sure  presages  from  these  walls  we  find, 
By  beauty '  founded,  and  by  wit  design'd. 

In  the  good  age  of  ghostly  ignorance. 
How  did  cathedrals  rise,  and  zeal  advance  ! 
The  merry  monks  said  orisons  at  ease. 
Large  were  their  meals,  and  light  their  penances ; 
Pardon  for  sins  was  purchased  with  estates. 
And  none  but  rogues  in  rags  died  reprobates. 
But  now,  that  pious  pageantry  s  no  more. 
And  stages  thrive  as  churches  did  before. 
Your  own  magnificence  you  here  survey. 
Majestic  coUunns  stand  where  dunghills  lay. 
And  cars  triumphal  rise  from  carts  of  hay. 
Swains  here  are  taught  to  hope,  and  nymphs  to  fear, 
And  big  Almanzors  fight  mock  Blenheims  here. 

'   Lady  Sunderland  was  pleased  to  lay  the  first  stone. 
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Dt'sctnding  goddesses  adorn  our  scenes. 
And  quit  their  bright  abodes  for  gilt  machines. 
Should  Jove,  for  this  fair  circle,  leave  his  throne, 
He'd  meet  a  lightning  fiercer  than  his  ow^n : 
Though  to  the  sun  his  towering  eagles  rise. 
They  scarce  could  bear  the  lustre  of  these  eyes. 


EPILOGUE 


TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

What  odd  fantastic  things  we  women  do  ! 
Who  would  not  listen  when  young  lovers  woo  ? 
What !  die  a  maid,  yet  have  the  choice  of  two. 
Ladies  are  often  cruel  to  their  cost: 
To  give  you  pain,  themselves  they  punish  most. 
Vows  of  virginity  should  well  be  weigh'd  ; 
Too  oft  they 're  cancell'd,  though  in  convents  made. 
Would  you  revenge  such  rash  resolves — you  may 
Be  spiteful — and  believe  the  thing  we  say; 
"N^'e  hate  you,  when  you  're  easily  said  nay. 
How  needless,  if  you  knew  us,  were  your  fears  ! 
Let  love  have  eyes,  and  beauty  will  have  ears. 
Our  hearts  are  form'd,  as  you  yourselves  would 
Too  proud  to  ask,  too  humble  to  refuse  :  [choose. 
We  give  to  merit,  and  to  wealth  we  sell ; 
He  sighs  with  most  success  that  settles  well. 
The  woes  of  wedlock  with  the  joys  we  mix; 
'Tis  best  repenting  in  a  coach  and  six. 
Blame  not  our  conduct,  since  we  but  pursue 
Those  lively  lessons  we  have  learn'd  from  you : 
Your  breasts  no  more  the  fire  of  beauty  warms. 
But  wicked  wealth  usurps  the  power  of  charms. 
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What  pains  to  ii^et  the  gaudy  thing  you  hate, 
To  swell  ill  show,  and  he  a  wretch  in  state ! 
At  plays  you  ogle,  at  the  ring  you  bow  ; 
Even  churches  are  no  sanctuaries  now  ; 
There  golden  itlols  all  your  vows  receive; 
She  is  no  goddess  w  ho  has  nought  to  give. 
Oh,  may  once  more  the  happy  age  appear. 
When  words  were  artless,  and  the  thoughts  sincere; 
When  gold  and  grandeur  were  unenvied  things. 
And  courts  less  coveted  than  groves  and  springs. 
Love  then  shall  only  mourn  when  truth  complains, 
And  constancy  feel  transport  in  its  chains ; 
Sighs  with  success  their  own  soft  anguish  tell, 
And  eyes  shall  utter  what  the  lips  conceal : 
Virtue  again  to  its  bright  station  climb. 
And  beauty  fear  no  enemy  but  time  : 
'I'hc  fair  shall  listen  to  desert  alone. 
And  every  Lucia  find  a  Cato's  son. 


A  SOLILOQUY, 

OUT  OF  ITALIAN. 

C!ouLD  he  whom  my  dissembled  rigour  grieves, 
Jiut  know  w  hat  torment  to  my  soul  it  gives ; 
He'd  find  how  fondly  I  return  his  flame. 
And  want  myself  the  pity  he  would  claim. 
Immortal  gods  !  why  has  your  doom  decreed 
Two  wounded  hearts  with  e(|ual  pangs  should  bleed? 
Since  that  great  law,  w  hich  your  tribunal  guides, 
lias  join'd  in  love  whom  destiny  divides  ; 
Uepent,  ye  powers,  the  injuries  you  cause, 
Or  change  our  natures,  or  reform  your  laws. 
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Unhappy  partner  of  my  killing  pain, 
Think  what  I  feel  the  moment  you  complain. 
Each  sigh  you  utter  wounds  ray  tenderest  part. 
So  much  my  lips  misrepresent  my  heart. 
When  from  your  eyes  the  falling  drops  distil, 
My  vital  blood  in  every  tear  you  spill : 
And  all  those  mournful  agonies  I  hear. 
Are  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  despair. 


IMITATION  OF  A  FRENCH  AUTHOR. 

Can  you  count  the  silver  lights 

That  deck  the  skies,  and  cheer  the  nights ; 

Or  the  leaves  that  strow  the  vales. 

When  groves  are  stri[)p'd  by  winter  gales  ; 

Or  the  drops  that  in  the  morn 

Hang  with  transparent  pearl  the  thorn  ; 

Or  bridegroom's  joys,  or  miser's  cares, 

Or  gamester's  oaths,  or  hermit's  prayers  ; 

Or  envy's  pangs,  or  love's  alarms. 

Or  Marlborough's  acts,  or n's  charms? 


THE 


POEMS 


^ftomafii  tKid^tll 


THE 
LIFE  OF  THOMAS  TICKELL. 

BY 

DR.  JOHNSON. 


Thomas  Tickell,  tlic  son  of  tlie  reverend  Richard 
Tickell,  was  born  in  1G86,  at  JJridekirk,  in  Cunil)er- 
land;  and  in  1701  became  a  member  of  Queen's 
College,  in  Oxford;  in  Ai)ril,  1708,  lie  was  madelNIas- 
Ster  of  Arts;  and,  two  jears  aft(>r\vards,  was  chosen 
Fellow  ;  for  which,  as  lie  did  not  comply  with  the 
statutes  by  taking  Orders,  he  olilaiiied  a  dispensa- 
tion from  tiie  Crown.  He  held  ids  reliowshij)  till 
172G,  and  then  vacated  it,  by  marrying,  in  that  year, 
at  Dublin. 

Tickell  was  not  one  of  those  scholars  who  wear 
away  their  lives  in  closets;  he  entered  early  into  the 
world,  and  was  long  busy  in  j)ublic  allairs  ;  in  wliicli 
he  was  initiated  under  the  jiatronage  of  Addison, 
whose  notice  he  is  said  to  have  gained  by  his  verses 
in  praise  of  '  Rosamond.' 

To  those  verses  it  would  not  have  been  just  to 
deny  regard ;  for  they  contain  some  of  the  most 
elegant  encomiastic  strains:  and,  among  the  innu- 
merable poems  of  the  same  kind,  it  will  be  hard  to 
find  one  with  whicii  they  need  to  fear  a  comparison. 
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It  may  deserve  observation,  that,  when  Pope  wrote 
long  afterwards  in  praise  of  Addison,  he  has  copied, 
at  least  has  resembled,  Tiekell. 

Let  joy  salute  fair  Rosanionda's  shade, 

And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 

While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghost  she  roves. 

And  hears  and  tells  the  story  of  their  loves ; 

Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  bless  their  fate. 

Since  Love,  which  made  them  wretched,'made  them  great; 

Nor  longer  that  relentless  doom  bemoan, 

Which  gain'd  a  Virgil  and  an  Addison. 

TICKELI.. 
Then  future  ages  with  delight  shall  see 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree  ; 
Or  in  fair  series  laurel'd  bards  be  shown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addison. 

POPE. 

He  produced  another  piece  of  the  same  kind  at 
the  appearance  of  '  Cato/  with  ecjual  skill,  but  not 
equal  happiness. 

When  the  ministers  of  Queen  Anne  were  neo;o- 
tiating  with  France,  Tiekell  published  The  Prospect 
of  Peace,  a  poem,  of  which  the  tendency  was  to 
reclaim  the  nation  from  the  pride  of  conquest  to  the 
pleasures  of  trancpiillify.  How  iar  Tiekell,  whom 
Swift  after  mentioned  as  Whiggismmis,  had  then 
connected  himself  with  any  party,  I  know  not; 
this  poem  certainly  did  not  tlattcr  the  practices,  or 
promote  the  opinions,  of  the  men  by  whom  he  was 
afterwards  befriended. 

Mr.  Addison,  however  he  hated  the  men  then  in 
power,  suifered  his  friendship  to  ])revail  over  his 
public  spirit,  and  gave  in  the  'Spectator'  such  praises 
of  Tickell's  poem,  that  when,  after  having  long 
wished  to  peruse  it,  1  laid  hold  on  it  at  last,  I  thought 
it  ui!<(|ual  to  the  honours  which  it  had  received,  and 
found  it  a  piece  to  be  approved  rather  than  admired. 
J5iit  the  hope  excited  by  a  work  of  genius,  being 
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i^cnoral  and  imkfiiiito,  is  rarely  o;ralificd.  II  was 
road  at  thai  time  witli  so  niiicli  favour,  that  six 
t'dilioDs  Mere  sold. 

At  tlio  arrival  of  King  George  he  sang  The  Royal 
Pnifyirss  ;  w  hicli,  being  inserted  in  the  '  Spectator,' 
is  well  known  ;  and  of  uliieh  it  is  jnst  to  say,  that 
it  is  neither  liinh  nor  low. 

The  i)oetieal  incident  of  most  iinportance  in 
Tiokell's  life  was  his  i)ul)liea1ioii  of  the  first  hook  of 
the  Iliad,  as  translated  hy  himself,  an  apparent  oj)- 
position  to  I'ope's  Ilomer,  of  wiiieh  the  lirst  part 
made  its  entrance  into  tlii'  world  at  the  same  time. 

Addison  declared  that  the  ri\al  versions  were  botli 
good;  hnt  that  Tickell's  was  the  best  that  ever  was 
made;  and  with  Addison,  the  wits,  ins  adherents 
and  followers,  were  certain  to  concur.  Pope  does 
not  appear  to  have  been  much  dismayed;  "for," 
says  he,  "  1  have  the  town,  tiiat  is,  the  mob,  on  my 
side."  I>ut  he  remarks,  "  that  it  is  common  for  the 
smaller  i)arty  to  make  uj)  in  diligence  what  tliey 
want  in  numbers  ;  he  appeals  to  the  people  as  his 
proper  judges;  and,  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  con- 
demn him,  he  is  in  little  care  about  tlie  high-flyers 
at  button's.'' 

Pope  did  not  long  think  Addison  an  impartial 
judge ;  for  he  considered  him  as  the  writer  of  Tickell's 
version.  The  reasons  lor  his  suspicion  I  will  literally 
transcribe  from  ^Ir.  Spence's  Collection. 

"  'I'liere  had  been  a  coldness  (said  Mr.  Pope)  be- 
tween Mr.  Addison  and  me  for  some  time;  and  we 
had  not  been  in  company  together  for  a  good  while, 
any  where  but  at  JJutton's  coHee-housc,  where  I 
used  to  see  him  almost  every  day. — On  his  meeting 
me  there,  one  day  in  j)artieular,  he  took  me  aside, 
and  said  be  should  be  glad  to  dine  with  me,  at  such 
a  tavern,  if  I  staid  till  those  people  were  gone 
(Budgell  and  Philips).  iJe  went  accordingly  ;  and 
after  dinner  Mr.  A(blison  said,  '  'I'hat  he  had  w  anted 
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for  some  time  to  lalk  willi  me ;  tiiat  liis  friend  Tickell 
liad  formerly,  whilst  at  Oxford,  translated  tlie  first 
book  of  the  Iliad,  that  he  (lesi|^ned  to  print  it,  and 
had  desired  him  to  look  it  over;  that  he  must  there- 
fore beg  that  I  would  not  desire  him  to  look  over  my 
first  book,  because,  if  he  did,  it  would  have  the  air 
of  double-dealing.'     I  assured  him  that  I  did  not  at 
all  take  it  ill  of  Mr.  Tickell  that  he  was  going  to  pub- 
lish his  translation  ;  that  he  certainly  had  as  much 
right  to   translate  any  author  as   myself;  and  that 
publishing  both  was  entering  on  a  fair  stage.     I  then 
added,  that  I  would  not  desire  him  to  look  over  my 
first  book  of  the  Iliad,  because  he  had  looked  over 
Mr.  Tickell's;  but  could  wish  to  have  the  benefit  of 
his  observations  on  the  second,  which  I  had  then 
finished,   and   which  Mr.  Tickell    had  not  touched 
upon.      Accordingly   I   sent   him   the  second  book 
the  next  morning ;    and  Mr.   Addison   a   few  days 
after  returned  it,    with   very  high   commendations. 
Soon  after  it  was  generally  known  that  Mr.  Tickell 
was  publishing  the  first  book  of  the  Iliad,  I  met  Dr. 
Young  in  the  street ;  and  upon  our  falling  into  that 
subject,  the  Doctor  expressed   a  great  deal  of  sur- 
prise at  Tickell's  having  had  such  a  translation  so 
long  by  him.     He  said,  '  that  it  was  inconceivable  to 
him,  and  that  there  must  be  some  mistake  in  the 
matter;  that  each  used  to  communicate  to  the  other 
whatever  verses  they  wrote,  even  to  the  least  things; 
that  Tickell  could  not  have  been  busied  in  so  long  a 
work  there,  without  liis  knowing  something  of  the 
matter ;  and  that  he  had  never  heard  a  single  word 
of  it  till  ou  this  occasion.'     This  surprise   of  Dr. 
Young,  together  with  what  Steele  has  said  against 
Tickell  in  relation  to  this  affair,  make  it  highly  pro- 
bable that  there  was  some  underhand  dealing  in  that 
business;  and  indeed  Tickell  himself,  who  is  a  very 
fair  worthy  man,  has  since,  in  a  manner,  as  good  as 
owned  it  to  me.     When  it  was  iutrod^uced  into  a  con- 
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vcrsalion  between  Mr.  Tickcll  and  Mr.  Pope,  by  a 
lliird  person,  Tiekell  did  not  deny  it;  whicli,  consi- 
derinj;  his  honour,  and  zeal  lor  liis  departed  friend, 
was  the  same  as  owning  it." 

Upon  these  sus|)icions,  with  which  Dr.  Warbnrton 
liints  tliat  other  eirciinistances  eoneiirred,  I'ope  al- 
ways, in  his  '  Art  of  Sinkin>j,'  (juotcs  this  book  as 
the  work  (»f  Addison. 

To  compare  tiic  two  translations  wonid  be  tedious  ; 
the  palm  is  now  j^iven  nniversally  to  Pope;  but  I 
think  the  fust  lines  of  'I'iekeH's  were  rather  to  be 
preferred  ;  and  Pope  seems  to  have  since  borrowed 
somethinf;  from  them  in  the  correction  of  his  own. 

When  the  Hanover  succession  was  disputed, 
Tiekell  gave  what  assistance  his  pen  would  supply. 
His  Letter  to  Avignun  stands  hijjh  among  p;.ily- 
poems;  it  expresses  contempt  without  coarseness, 
and  superiority  without  insolence.  It  had  the  suc- 
cess which  it  deserved,  being  five  times  printed. 

He  was  now  intimately  nnited  to  jNIr.  Addison, 
who,  when  he  went  into  Ireland  as  secretary  to  the 
Lord  Sunderland,  took  liini  thither  and  employed 
him  in  public  business;  and  when  (1717)  afterwards 
lie  rose  to  be  secretary  of  state,  made  him  under- 
secretary. Their  friendship  seems  to  have  continued 
without  abatement;  for,  wlien  Addison  died,  he  left 
him  the  charge  of  publishing  his  works,  with  a  so- 
lemn recommendation  to  the  patronage  of  Craggs. 

To  these  works  he  prefixed  an  elegy  on  the  author, 
which  could  owe  none  of  its  beauties  to  the  assist- 
ance which  might  be  suspected  to  have  strengthened 
or  embellished  his  earlier  compositions;  but  neither 
he  nor  Addison  ever  produced  nobler  lines  than  are 
contained  in  the  third  and  fonrlh  paragraphs;  nor  is 
a  more  sublime  or  more  elegant  funeral  poem  to  be 
found  in  the  whole  compass  of  English  literature. 

He  was  afterwards  (about  1725)  made  secretary 
to  the  Lords  Justices  of  Ireland,  a  place  of  great 
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Jionour;   in  wliicli  he  continued  till  1740,  when  he 
died  on  tlio  2;3d  of  A|)iil  at  Bath. 

Of  the  poems  yet  unmentioned  tlie  longest  is 
Kensington  Gardens^  of  whieh  the  versification  is 
smooth  and  elegant,  l)«t  the  fiction  unskilfully  com- 
pounded of  Grecian  Deities  and  Gothic  Fairies. 
Neither  species  of  those  exploded  beings  could  have 
done  nnich;  and,  when  they  are  brought  together, 
they  only  make  each  other  contemptible.  ToTickell, 
however,  cannot  be  refused  a  high  place  among  the 
minor  poets  ;  nor  should  it  be  forgotten  that  he  was 
one  of  the  contributors  to  the  '  Spectator.'  With 
respect  to  his  personal  character,  he  is  said  to  have 
been  a  man  of  gay  conversation,  at  least  a  temperate 
lover  of  wine  and  company,  and  in  his  domestic  re- 
lations without  censure. 
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TO  IMS  EXCELLENCY 

THE  LORD  PRIVY   SEAL, 

ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 


Sacerdos 

Fronde  super  Mitrani,  et  felici  comptus  oliva. 

VIRG. 


Contending  kings,  and  fields  of  death,  too  long 
Have  been  the  subject  of  the  British  song. 
Who  hath  not  read  of  famed  lianuUia's  plain, 
Bavaria's  fall,  and  Danube  choked  with  slain  ? 
Exhausted  themes  !  a  gentler  note  I  raise. 
And  sing  returning  Peace  in  softer  lays. 
Their  fury  qucHVl,  and  martial  rage  allay 'd, 
I  wait  our  heroes  in  the  silvan  shade. 
Disbanding  hosts  are  imaged  to  my  mind, 
And  warring  powers  in  friendly  leagues  combined. 
While  ease  and  pleasure  make  the  nations  smile. 
And  Heaven  and  Anna  bless  Britannia's  isle. 

Well  sends  our  queen  her  mitred  Bristol  forth. 
For  early  counsels  famed  and  long-trierL  worth  ; 
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Who  thirty  roUiiig  years  had  oft  withheld 

The  Swede  and  Saxon  from  the  dusty  field ; 

Completely  form'd  to  heal  the  Cliristian  wounds, 

To  name  the  kings,  and  give  each  kingdom  bounds ; 

The  face  of  ravaged  Nature  to  repair, 

By  leagues  to  soften  earth,  and  Heaven  by  prayer; 

To  gain  by  love  where  rage  and  slaughter  fail, 

And  make  the  crosier  o'er  the  sword  prevail. 

So  when  great  Moses  with  Jehovah's  wand 
Had  scatter'd  plagues  o'er  stubborn  Pharaoh's  land, 
Now  spread  an  host  of  locusts  round  the  shore. 
Now  turn'd  Nile's  fattening  streams  to  putrid  gore. 
Plenty  and  gladness  mark'd  the  priest  of  God, 
And  sudden  almonds  shot  from  Aaron's  rod. 
O  Thou !  from  whom  these  bounteous  blessings 
flow. 
To  whom,  as  chief,  the  hopes  of  Peace  we  owe, 
(For  next  to  thee,  the  man  whom  kings  contend 
To  style  companion,  and  to  make  their  friend, 
Great  Strafford!  rich  in  every  courtly  grace, 
With  joyful  pride  accepts  the  second  place) 
From  Britain's  isle  and  Isis'  sacred  spring, 
One  hour,  oh !  listen  while  the  Muses  sing. 
Though  ministers  of  mighty  monarchs  wait 
With  beating  hearts  to  learn  their  masters'  fate, 
One  hour  forbear  to  speak  thy  queen's  commands, 
Nor  think  the  world,  thy  charge,  neglected  stands ; 
The  bUssful  prospects  in  my  verse  display'd 
May  lure  the  stubborn,  the  deceived  persuade; 
Even  thou  to  Peace  shalt  speedier  urge  the  way, 
And  more  be  hasten'd  by  this  short  delay. 
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The  haughty  Gaul,  in  ten  campaigns  o'erthrown, 
Xow  ceased  to  think  the  western  world  his  own. 
Oft  had  he  mourn'd  his  boasting  leaders  bound. 
And  his  |)roud  bulwarks  smoking  on  the  groimd. 
In  vain  with  powers  renew'd  he  lill'd  the  plain, 
Made  timorous  vows  and  bribed  the  saints  in  vain ; 
As  ott  his  legions  did  the  fight  decline, 
Lurk'd  in  the  trench,  and  skulkd  behind  the  line. 
Before  his  eyes  the  fancied  javelin  gleams. 
At  feasts  he  starts,  and  seems  dethroned  in  dreams ; 
On  gloiy  past  reflects  with  secret  pain, 
On  mines  exhausted  and  on  millions  slain. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  sceptred  suppliant  bends. 
To  her  his  crowns  and  infant  race  commends, 
Who  grieves  her  fame  with  Christian  blood  to  buy. 
Nor  asks  for  glory  at  a  price  so  high. 
At  her  decree  dn;  war  suspended  stands. 
And  Britain's  heroes  hold  their  lifted  hands  ; 
Their  open  brows  no  threatening  frowns  disguise. 
But  gentler  passions  sparkle  in  their  eyes. 
The  Gauls,  who  never  in  their  courts  could  find 
Such  temper'd  fire  with  manly  beauty  join'd. 
Doubt  if  they  're  those  whom  dreadful  to  the  view 
In  forms  so  fierce  their  fearful  fancies  drew  ; 
At  whose  dire  uames  ten  thousand  widows  press'd 
Their  helpless  orphans  clinging  to  the  breast. 
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Tn  silent  rapture  each  his  foe  surveys  ; 
They  vow  firm  friendship  and  give  mutual  praise. 
Brave  minds,  howe'er  at  war,  are  secret  friends; 
Their  generous  discord  with  the  battle  ends  : 
Tn  Peace  they  wonder  whence  dissension  rose, 
And  ask  how  souls  so  like  could  e'er  be  foes. 

Methinks  I  hear  more  friendly  shouts  rebound. 
And  social  clarions  mix  their  sprightly  sound; 
The  British  flags  are  furl'd,  her  troops  disband, 
And  scatter'd  armies  seek  their  native  land. 
The  hardy  veteran  proud  of  many  a  scar. 
The  maidy  charms  and  honours  of  the  war. 
Who  hoped  to  share  his  friends'  illustrious  doom, 
And  in  the  battle  find  a  soldier's  tomb. 
Leans  on  his  spear  to  take  his  farewell  view, 
And,  sighing,  bids  the  glorious  camp  adieu. 

Ye  generous  Fair !  receive  the  brave  with  smiles ; 
O'erpay  their  sleepless  nights  and  crown  their  toils : 
Soft  beauty  is  the  gallant  soldier's  due  ; 
For  you  they  conquer,  and  they  bleed  for  you. 
In  vain  proud  Gaul  with  boastful  Spain  conspires 
When  English  valour  English  beauty  fires  : 
The  nations  dread  your  eyes,  and  kings  despair 
Of  chiefs  so  brave,  till  they  have  nymphs  so  fair. 

See  the  fond  wife,  in  tears  of  transport  drown'd. 
Hugs  her  rough  lord,  and  weeps  o'er  every  wound, 
Hangs  on  the  lips  that  fields  of  blood  relate. 
And  smiles  or  trembles  at  his  various  fate. 
Near  the  full  bowl  he  draws  the  fancied  line. 
And  marks  feign'd  trenches  in  the  flowing  wine, 
Then  sets  the'  invested  fort  before  her  eyes. 
And  mines,  that  whirl'd  battalions  to  the  skies  ; 
His  little  listening  progeny  turn  pale. 
And  beg  again  to  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 
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Such  dire  acliicvcniciits  sinj^s  the  bind,  that  tells 

()i|)alt'rey\l  dames,  bold  knights,  and  mai^ic  suclls, 

AVhcre  whole  brigades  one  champion's  arms  o'er- 

throw. 
And  cleave  a  giant  at  a  random  blow  ; 
Slay  paynims  vile  that  force  the  fair,  and  tame 
'I'hi'  goblin's  fury  and  the  dragon's  Hame. 
Our  eager  youth  to  distant  nations  run, 
To  visit  fields  their  valiant  fathers  won  ; 
I'rom  riandria's  shore  their  country's  fame  they 

trace, 
Till  far  Germania  shows  her  blasted  face. 
The'  exulting  Briton  asks  his  mournful  guide, 
M'lure  his  hard  fate  the  lost  Bavaria  tried? 
"W  here  Stepney  graved  the  stone  to  Anna's  fame  ? — 
He  points  to  Blenheim,  once  a  vulgar  name. 
Here  fled  the  household,  there  did  Tallard  yield. 
Here  Marlborough  turn'd  the  fortune  of  the  tield  : 
On  those  steep  banks,  near  Danube's  raging  flood, 
The  Gauls  thrice  started  back,  and  trembling  stood : 
\Vhen  Churchill's  arm  perceived,  they  stood  not 

long, 
But  plunged  amidst  the  waves  a  desperate  throng! 
Crowds  whelm'd  on  crowds  dash'd  wide  the  watery 

bed. 
And  drove  the  current  to  its  distant  head. 

As  when  by  Raphael's  or  by  Kneller's  hands 
A  warlike  courser  on  the  canvass  stands. 
Such  as  on  Landen  bleeding  Ormoiid  bore, 
Or  set  young  Amnion  on  the  Granic  shore ; 
If  chance  a  generous  steed  the  work  behold. 
He  snorts,  he  neighs,  he  chamjjs  the  foamy  gold  ; 
So  [lochstet  seen,  tumultuous  passions  roll. 
And  hints  of  glory  Are  the  Briton's  soul, 
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In  fancied  fights  he  sees  the  troops  engage. 
And  all  the  tempest  of  the  battle  rage. 

Charm  me,  ye  Powers  !  with  scenes  less  nobly 
bright ; 
Far  humbler  thoughts  the' inglorious  Muse  delight. 
Content  to  see  the  horrors  of  the  field 
By  ploughshares  levell'd,  or  in  flowers  conceal'd. 
O'er  shatter'd  walls  may  creeping  ivy  twine, 
And  grass  luxuriant  clothe  the  harmless  mine ; 
Tame  flocks  ascend  the  breach  without  a  wound. 
Or  crop  the  bastion,  now  a  fruitful  ground; 
While  shepherds  sleep,  along  the  rampart  laid. 
Or  pipe  beneath  the  formidable  shade. 

AVho  was  the  man,  (ol)livion  blast  his  name, 
Torn  out  and  bloltod  from  the  list  of  fame!) 
Who  fond  of  lawless  rule  and  proudly  brave 
First  sunk  the  filial  subject  to  a  slave. 
His  neighbours'  realms  by  frauds  unkingly  gain'd. 
In  guiltless  blood  the  sacred  ermine  stain'd. 
Laid  schemes  for  death,  to  slaughter  turn'd  his 

heart, 
And  fitted  murder  to  the  rules  of  art? 

Ah  !  curst  Ambition  !  to  thy  lures  we  owe 
All  the  great  ills  that  mortals  bear  below  ; 
Curst  by  the  hind,  when  to  the  spoil  he  yields 
His  year's  whole  sweat  and  vainly  ripen'd  fields ; 
Curst  by  the  maid,  torn  from  her  lover's  side. 
When  left  a  widow  though  not  yet  a  bride; 
By  mothers  curst,  when  floods  of  tears  they  shed, 
And  scatter  useless  roses  on  the  dead  ! 
Oh,  sacred  Bristol !  then  what  dangers  prove 
The  arts  thou  smilest  on  with  paternal  love ! 
Then  mix'd  with  rubbish  by  the  brutal  foes, 
111  vain  the  marbh;  breathes,  the  canvass  glows  ; 
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To  shades  obscmc  llie  ;^litfoiiiig  svvonl  pursues 

'J'lic  gentle  poet  and  dci'enc(l(?ss  IMuse: 

A  voice  likt  tliuu;  alone  niiglit  then  assuage 

'i'lie  warrior's  fuiy  and  control  his  rage; 

To  hear  thee  speak  might. the  fierce  \'andal  stand, 

And  tling  the  hrandish'd  sabre  from  his  liand. 

I'ar  hence  be  driven  to  Scythia's  stormy  shore 
The  drums  harsh  music  and  the  cannon's  roar. 
Let  grim  Bellona  haunt  the  lawless  plain 
A\'here  Tartar  clans  and  grisly  Cossacks  reign  ; 
Let  the  steel'd  Turk  be  deaf  to  matrons'  cries. 
See  virgins  ravisii'd  with  relentless  eyes. 
To  death  grey  heads  and  smiling  infants  doom, 
iNor  spare  the  promise  of  the  pregnant  womb, 
O'er  wasted  kingdoms  spread  liis\\ide  command. 
The  savage  lord  of  an  unpeo])led  land  ! 

lier  guiltless  glory  just  Hrilannia  draws 
Trom  pure  religion  and  impartial  laws ; 
To  Europe's  wounds  a  mother's  aid  she  brings, 
And  holds  in  equal  scales  the  rival  kings : 
Her  generous  sons  in  choicest  gifts  abound, 
Alike  in  arms,  alike  in  arts  renown'd. 

As  when  sweet  \enus  (so  the  fable  sings) 
Awaked  by  nereids  from  the  ocean  springs. 
With  smiles  she  sees  the  threatening  billows  rise. 
Spreads  smooth  the  surge  and  clears  the  lowering 

skies, 
Light  o'er  the  deep,  w  ith  fluttering  Cupids  crown'd. 
The  pearly  couch  and  silver  turtles  bound. 
Her  tresses  shed  ambrosial  odours  round. 

Amidst  the  world  of  waves  so  stands  serene 
Britannia's  isle,  the  Ocean's  stately  queen ! 
In  vain  the  nations  have  conspired  her  fall, 
Her  trench  the  sea,  and  fleets  her  floating  wall : 
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Defenceless  barks,  her  powerful  navy  near, 
Have  only  waves  and  hurricanes  to  fear. 
What  bold  invader,  or  what  land  oppress'd, 
Hath  not  h(>r  anger  queird,  her  aid  redress'd  ! 
Say  where  have  e'er  her  Union  Crosses  sailM, 
But  much  her  arms,  her  justice  more  prevailVl ! 
Her  labours  are  to  ])lead  the'  Almighty's  cause. 
Her  pride  to  teach  the'  untamed  Barbarian  laws. 
Who  conquers,  wins  by  brutal  strength  the  prize, 
But  'tis  a  godlike  work  to  civilize. 

Have  we  forgot  how  from  great  Russia's  throne 
The  king  whose  power  half  Europe's  regions  own. 
Whose  sceptre  waving,  with  one  shout  rush  forth 
In  swarms,  the  harness'd  millions  of  the  north, 
Through  realms  of  ice  pursued  his  tedious  way 
To  court  our  friendship  and  our  fame  survey  ! 
Hence  the  rich  prize  of  useful  arts  he  bore, 
And  rountl  his  empire  spread  the  learned  store  : 
(To'  adorn  old  realms  is  more  than  new  to  raise  ; 
His  country's  parent  is  a  monarch's  praise.) 
His  bands  now  march  in  just  array  to  war. 
And  Caspian  gulfs  unusual  navies  bear; 
With  runic  lays  Smolensko's  forests  ring, 
And  wondering  Volga  hears  the  Muses  sing. 
Did  not  the  painted  kings  of  India  greet 
Our  Queen,  and  lay  their  sceptres  at  her  feet  ? 
Chiefs  who  full  bowls  of  hostile  blood  had  quafled. 
Famed  for  the  javelin  and  envenom'd  shaft, 
Whose  haughty  brows  made  savages  adore. 
Nor  bow'd  to  less  than  stars  or  sun  before : 
Her  pitying  smile  accepts  their  suppliant  claim, 
And  adds  four  monarchs  to  tlie  Christian  name. 

Bless'd  use  of  power  !  O  virtuous  pride  in  kings ! 
And  like  his  bounty  whence  dominion  springs! 


ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE.     137 

Which  o'er  new  worlds  makes  Heaven's  indul- 
gence shine, 
And  ranges  myriads  under  hiws  divine! 
Well  bought  w  itii  all  thatthos(  sweet  regions  hold, 
AVith  groves  ot"  spices  i\\u\  with  mines  ot"  gold. 

Fearless  onr  nu'rchant  now  |»ursues  his  gain. 
And  roams  securely  o'er  the  houndless  main. 
Now  o'er  his  head  the  ])olar  Bear  he  spies, 
And  freezing  spangles  of  the  Lapland  skies  ; 
Now  swells  his  canvass  to  the  sultry  line, 
With  glittering  spoils  where  Indian  grottos  shine, 
\Miere  fumes  of  incense  glad  the  southern  seas, 
And  wafted  citron  scents  the  balmy  breeze. 
Here  nearer  suns  j)repare  th(>  ripening  gem 
To  grace  great  Anne's  imperial  diadem  ; 
And  here  the  ore  whose  melted  mass  shall  yield 
On  faithful  coins  each  memorable  lield. 
Which  niix'd  with  medals  of  immortal  Rome 
.May  clear  disputes,  and  teach  the  time  to  come. 

In  circling  beams  shall  godlike  Anna  glow, 
And  Cluirchill's  sword  hang  o'er  the  prostrate  foe  ; 
In  comely  wounds  shall  bleeding  worthies  stand, 
Webb's  firm  platoon  and  Lundey's  faithful  band ; 
Bold  Mordaunt  in  Iberian  trophies  dress'd. 
And    Campb(  ll's  dragon  on  his  dauntless  breast ; 
Great  Ormond's  deeds  on  Vigo's  sjjoils  cnroll'd. 
And  Guiscard's  knife  on  Ilarley's  Chili  gold  : 
And  if  the  iNFuse,  ()  Bristol  !   might  decree, 
Here  Granville  noted  by  the  lyre  should  be. 
The  lyre  for  Granville,  and  the  cross  for  thee. 

Such  are  the  honours  grateful  JJritain  pays. 
So  patriots  merit,  and  so  monarchs  praise  : 
O'er  distant  times  such  records  shall  prevail 
When  English  numbers  anticpuited  fail  : 

22.  '  N 
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A  trifling  song  the  Muse  can  only  yield, 

And  soothe  her  soldiers  panting  t'loni  the  field  ; 

To  sweet  retirements  see  them  safe  convey'd, 

And  raise  their  battles  in  the  rural  shade. 

From  fields  of  death  to   Woodstock's  peaceful 

glooms, 
(The  poet's  haunt)  Britannia's  hero  comes — 
Begin,  my  Muse !  and  softly  touch  the  string ; 
Here  Henry  loved,  and  Chaucer  learnt  to  sing. 

Hail,  fabled  grotto  !  hail,  Elysian  soil ! 
Thou  fairest  spot  of  fair  Britannia's  isle  ! 
Where  kings  of  old,  conceal'd,  forgot  the  throne. 
And  beauty  was  content  to  shine  unknown  ; 
Where  Love  and  War  by  turns  pavilions  rear, 
And  Henry's  bowers  near  Blenheim's  dome  appear. 
The  wearied  champion  lull  in  soft  alcoves, 
The  noblest  boast  of  thy  romantic  groves. 
Oft,  if  the  Muse  presage,  shall  he  be  seen 
By  Rosamonda  fleeting  o'er  the  green. 
In  dreams  be  hail'd  thy  heroes'  mighty  shades, 
And  hear  old  Chaucer  warble  through  the  glades; 
O'er  the  famed  echoing  vaults  his  name  shall  bound. 
And  hill  to  hill  reflect  the  favourite  sound. 

Here,  here  at  least,  thy  love  for  arms  give  o'er. 
Nor,  one  world  conquer'd,  fondly  wish  for  more; 
Vice  of  great  souls  alone !  O  thirst  of  fame  ! 
The  Muse  admires  it  while  she  strives  to  blame. 
Thy  toils  be  now  to  chase  the  bounding  deer. 
Or  view  the  coursers  stretch  in  wild  career. 
This  lovely  scene  shall  soothe  thy  soul  to  rest, 
And  wear  each  dreadful  image  from  thy  breast ; 
With  pleasure  by  thy  conquests  shalt  thou  see 
The  queen  triumphant  and  all  Europe  free; 
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No  cares  honcefortli  shall  tliy  repose  destroy, 
IJiit  what  thou  givest  the  world,  thyself  enjoy. 

Sweet  solitude !  wiieii  life's  gay  hours  are  pass'd, 
Howe'er  we  ranged,  in  thee  we  fix  at  last: 
Toss'd  through  tiiiipestiious  seas  (the  voyage  o'er) 
Pale  we  look  l)ack,  and  bless  the  IViendly  shore: 
Our  own  strict  Judges,  our  past  life  we  scan, 
Aiul  ask  if  glory  hath  enlarged  the  span  ? 
If  bright  the  prospect,  we  the  grave  defy ; 
Trust  future  ages,  and  contented  die. 

When  strangers  from  far  distant  climes  shall  come 
To  view  the  pomj)  of  this  triumphant  dome, 
W^here,  rearM  aloft,  dissembled  trophies  stand,' 
And  breathing  labours  of  the  sculptor's  hand, 
AVhere  Kneller's  art  shall  |)aiut  the  tlying  Ciaul, 
And  Boiubon's  woes  shall  till  the  storied  wall, 
Jleirs  of  thy  blood,  shall  o'er  their  bounteous  board 
Tix  Europe's  guard,  thy  monumental  sword ; 
IJauners  that  oft  have  waved  on  conquer'd  walls, 
And  trumps  that  drown'd  the  groans  of  gasping 

(iauls ; 
Fair  dames  shall  oft  w  ith  curious  eye  explore 
The  costly  robes  that  slaughter'd  general  wore. 
Rich   trappings    from   the    Danube's    whirlpools 

brought, 
(Hesperian  nuns  the  gorgeous  'broidery  wrought) 
Belts  stift"  with  gold,  the  Boian  horseman's  pride. 
And  Gaul's  fair  flowers  in  human  crimson  dyed. 
Of  Churchill's  race,  perhaps  some  lovely  boy. 
Shall  mark  the  burnishd  steel  that  hangs  on  high. 
Shall  gaze  transported  on  its  glittering  charms. 
And  reach  it  struggling  w  ith  unequal  arms. 
By  signs  the  drums  tumultuous  sound  request, 
Then  seek,  in  starts,  the  hushing  mother's  breast. 
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So  in  the  painter  s  animated  frame, 
Where  IMars  embraces  the  soft  Paphian  dame. 
The  httle  Loves  in  sport  his  falchion  wield, 
Or  join  their  strength  to  heave  his  pondrous  shield; 
One,  strokes  the  plume  in  Tityon's  gore  imbrued, 
And  one,  the  spear  that  reeks  with  Typhon's  blood ; 
Another's  infant  brows  the  helm  sustain, 
He  nods  his  crest,  and  frights  the  shrieking  train. 

Thus  the  rude  tempest  of  the  field  o'erblown 
Shall  whiter  rounds  of  smiling  years  roll  on  ; 
Our  victors,  bless'd  in  peace,  forget  their  wars, 
Enjoy  pass'd  dangers  and  absolve  the  stars. 
But,  oh  !  what  sorrows  shall  bedew  your  urns, 
Ye    houour'd    shades!    whom   widow'd   Albion 


mourns 


If  your  thin  forms  yet  discontented  moan. 
And  haunt  the  mangled  mansions  once  your  own, 
Behold  what  flowers  the  pious  Muses  strow. 
And  tears  which  in  the  nddst  of  triumph  flow  ; 
Cypress  and  bays  your  envied  brows  surround. 
Your  names  the  tender  matron's  heart  shall  wound, 
And  the  soft  maid  grow  pensive  at  the  sound ! 

Accept,  great  Anne !   the  tears  their  memory 
draws 
Who  nobly  perish'd  in  their  sovereign's  cause  ; 
For  thou  in  pity  bid'st  the  war  give  o'er, 
Mourn'st  thy  slain  heroes,  nor  wilt  venture  more. 
Vast  price  of  blood  on  each  victorious  day ! 
(But  Europe's  freedom  doth  that  |)rice  repay.) 
Lamented  triumphs  !  when  one  breath  must  tell 
That  Marlborough  conquer'd,  and  that  Dormer  fell. 

Great  Queen !    whose   name   strikes  haughty 
monarchs  pale. 
On  whose  just  sceptre  hangs  Europa's  s-cale, 
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Wliose  arm  like  iMercy  wounds,  decides  like  Fate, 
Oil  whose  decree  the  nations  anxious  wait; 
iMom  Albion's  clift's  thy  wide-extended  hand 
Sliall  o'(!r  tiic  main  to  tar  Peru  command  ; 
So  vast  a  tract  whijse  wide  domain  shall  run, 
Its  circhng  skies  shall  see  no  setting;  sun: 
Thee,  thee,  an  hundred  languages  sliull  claim. 
And  savaj^e  Indians  swear  by  Ainia's  name; 
The  line  and  poles  shall  own  thy  rightful  sway. 
And  thy  commands  the  sever'd  globe  obey. 

Hound  the  vast  l)all  thy  new  dominions  chain 
The  watry  kingdoms,  aiul  control  the  main  ; 
Magellan's  straits  to  (iibraltar  they  join. 
Across  the  seas  a  Ibrmidalile  line: 
The  sight  of  adverse  (^aul  we  fear  no  more, 
J?ut,  pleased,  see  Dunkirk  now  a  guiltless  shore. 
In  vain  great  Neptune  tore  the  narrow  ground. 
And  meant  his  waters  for  JJritannias  bound, 
Her  giant  genius  takes  a  mighty  stride. 
And  sets  his  foot  beyond  the'  encroaching  tide; 
On  either  bank  the  land  its  master  knows. 
And  in  the  midst  the  subject  ocean  flows. 

So  near  proud  Rhodes  across  the  raging  flood. 
Stupendous  form  !  the  vast  Colossus  stood, 
(W'liile  at  one  foot  their  thronging  gallies  ride) 
A  whole  hour's  sail  scarce  reach'd  the  further  side. 
Betwixt  his  brazen  thighs  in  loose  array 
Ten  thousand  streamers  on  the  billows  play. 

I>y  llarley's  counsels  Dunkirk,  now  restored 
To  Britain's  empire,  owns  her  ancient  lord : 
In  him  transfused  his  godlike  father  reigns, 
Ivicii  in  the  blood  which  swell'd  that  patriot's  veins, 
\>'ho,  boldly  faithful,  met  his  sovereign's  frown. 
And  scorn'd  for  gold  to  yield  the' important  town. 

n2 
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His  sou  was  born  the  ravish'd  prey  to  claim, 
And  France  still  trembles  at  a  Harley's  name. 

A  tort  so  dreadful  to  our  English  shore. 
Our  fleets  scarce  fear'd  the  sands  or  tempests  more. 
Whose  vast  expenses  to  such  sums  amount, 
That  the  tax'd  Gaul  scarce  furnishVl  out  the  ac- 
count, strain, 
Whose  walls  such  bulwarks,  such  vast  towers  re- 
Its  weakest  ramparts  are  the  rocks  and  main. 
His  boast  great  Louis  yields,  and  cheaply  buys 
Thy  friendship,  Anna  !  with  the  mighty  prize. 
Holland  repining,  and  in  grief  cast  down. 
Sees  the  new  glories  of  the  British  crown. 
Ah !  may  they  ne'er  provoke  thee  to  the  fight. 
Nor  foes  more  dreadful  than  the  Gaul  invite; 
Soon  may  they  hold  the  olive,  soon  asfeuage 
Their  secret  murmurs,  nor  call  forth  thy  rage 
To  rend  the  banks,  and  pour  at  one  command 
Thy  realm,  the  sea,  o'er  their  precarious  land. 

Henceforth  be  thine.  Vicegerent  of  the  skies  ! 
Scorn'd  worth  to  raise,  and  vice  in  robes  chastise. 
To  diy  the  orphan's  tears,  and  from  the  bar 
Chase  the  bribed  judge,  and  hush  the  wordy  war ; 
Deny  the  curs'd  blasphemer's  tongue  to  rage. 
And  turn  God's  fury  from  an  impious  age, 
Bless'd  change !  the  soldier's  late  destroying  hand 
Shall  rear  new  temples  in  his  native  land  ; 
Mistaken  zealots  shall  with  fear  behold, 
And  beg  admittance  in  our  sacred  fold  ; 
On  her  own  works  the  pious  queen  shall  smile, 
And  turn  her  cares  upon  her  favourite  isle. 

So  the  keen  bolt  a  warrior  angel  aims. 
Array 'd  in  clouds  and  wrapp'd  in  mantling  flames ; 
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Mo  hears  a  tempest  on  his  sounding  wings, 
And  his  red  arm  tlie  forky  vengeance  Hings: 
At  length,  Heaven's  wrath  appeased,  he  (juits  the 
To  r(jll  his  orh  and  guide  liis  (Ustined  star,   [war 
I'o  shed  kind  t'ute  and  hicky  hours  histow, 
And  smile  propitious  on  the  worhl  i)eh)w. 

Around  thy  tlirone  shall  I'aitlit'id  nobles  wait: 
These  guard  the  church,  and  those  direct  the  state. 
To  Bristol,  gracetul  in  maternal  tears, 
The  Church  her  towery  forehead  gently  rears ; 
She  begs  her  pious  son  to'  assert  her  cause. 
Defend  her  rights,  an<l  reinforce  her  laws; 
With  holy  ztal  the  sacred  work  begin, 
To  b(  nd  the  stubborn  and  the  meek  to  win. 

OurOxfords  Earl  in  careful  thoughtshall  stand,. 
To  raise  his  (jueen  and  save  a  sinking  land. 
The  wealthiest  glebe  to  ravenous  S|)aiiiards  known 
He  marks,  and  makes  the  golden  world  oiuown; 
Content  with  hands  unsoil'd  to  guard  the  prize, 
And  keep  the  store  with  undesiriiig  eyes. 

So  round  the  tree  that  bore  Hesperian  gold. 
The  sacred  watch  lay  curl'd  in  many  a  fold; 
His  eyes  uprearing  to  the'  untasted  prey. 
The  sleepless  guardian  wasted  life  away. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  olives,  raised  by  you, 
Her  ancient  pride  shall  every  art  renew, 
(The  arts  with  you  famed  Harcourt  shall  defend. 
And  courtly  Bolingbroke,  the  Muse's  friend.) 
With  piercing  eye  some  search  where  Nature  plays, 
Andtracethe  wanton  through  her  darksome  maze; 
Whence  health  from  herbs,  from  seeds  how  groves 
How  vital  streams  in  circling  eddies  run ;    [begun. 
Some  teach,  why  round  the  sun  the  spheres  advance 
In  the  fix'd  measures  of  their  mystic  dance; 
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How  tides  when  heaved  bypressing  moons  o'er  flow. 
And  sun-born  Iris  paints  her  showery  bow. 
In  happy  chains  our  daring  language  bound. 
Shall  sport  no  more  in  arbitrary  sound  ; 
But  buskin'd  bards  henceforth  shall  wisely  rage. 
And  Grecian  plans  reform  Britannia's  stage. 
Till  Congreve  bids  her  smile,  Augusta  stands 
And  longs  to  weep  when  flowing  Rowe  commands. 
Britain's  Spectators  shall  their  streng-th  combine 
To  mend  our  morals  and  our  taste  refine  ; 
Fight  virtue's  cause,  stand  up  in  wit's  defence. 
Win  us  from  vice,  and  laugh  us  into  sense. 
Nor,  Prior !  hast  thou  hush'd  the  trump  in  vain ; 
The  lyre  shall  now  revive  her  mirthful  strain ; 
New  tales  shall  now  be  told:  if  right  I  see. 
The  soul  of  Chaucer  is  restored  in  thee. 
Garth,  in  majestic  numbers,  to  the  stars 
Shall  raise  mock  heroes  and  fantastic  wars. 
Like  the  young  spreading  laurel,  Pope  !  thy  name 
Shoots  up  with  strength,  and  rises  into  fame. 
With  Philips  shall  the  peaceful  valleys  ring, 
And  Britain  hear  a  second  Spenser  sing.       [fine. 
That  much-loved  youth  whom  Utrecht's  walls  con- 
To  Bristol's  praises  shall  his  Strafl'ord's  join: 
He  too,  from  whom  attentive  Oxford  draws 
Rules  for  just  thinking  and  poetic  laws. 
To  growing  bards  his  learned  aid  shall  lend. 
The  strictest  critic  and  the  kindest  friend. 
Even  mine,  a  bashful  Muse,  whose  rude  essays 
Scarce  hope  for  pardon,  not  aspire  to  praise, 
Cherish'd  by  you,  in  time  may  grow  to  fame. 
And  mine  survive  with  Bristol's  glorious  name. 

I'ired  with  the  views  this  glittering  scene  displays. 
And  smit  with  passion  for  my  country's  praise. 
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My  artless  reed  attempts  this  lofty  theme, 
Where  sacred  Isis  rolls  hir  aiKMciit  stream  ; 
In  cloister'd  domes,  tht-  gri  at  l*liilij)|)a's  pride, 
AVhere  learning-  blooms   \vhilu  fume   and  worth 

preside ; 
Where  the  fifth  Henry  arts  and  arms  was  taught. 
And  Kdward  form'd  his  Cressy,  yet  unfoiight; 
Where  lanrel'd  bards  have  struck  the  warbling 

strings, 
The  seat  of  sages,  and  thi-  nurst;  of  kings. 
Here  thy  commands,  O  Lancaster!   inflame 
My  eager  breast  to  raise  the  British  name. 
Urge  on  my  soul  with  no  ignoble  pride 
To  woo  the  INIuse  whom  Addison  enjoy'd ; 
See  that  bold  swan  to  Heaven  sublimely  soar, 
Pursue  at  distance,  and  his  stc|)s  adore. 


14(>  TICKELL. 


ROYAL  PROGRESS '. 

WHENBrunswickfirstappear'd,eachhonestheart, 
Intent  on  verse,  disdain'd  the  rules  of  art ; 
For  him  the  songsters  in  unmeasured  odes 
Debased  Alcides  and  dethroned  the  gods; 
In  golden  chains  the  kings  of  India  led, 
Or  rent  the  turban  from  the  Sultan's  head. 
One,  in  old  fables,  and  the  Pagan  strain, 
With  nymphs  and  Tritons  wafts  him  o'er  the  main  ; 
Another  draws  fierce  Lucifer  in  arms. 
And  fills  the'  infernal  region  with  alarms  ; 
A  third  awakes  some  druid  to  foretell 
Each  future  triumph  from  his  dreary  cell. 
Exploded  fancies  !  that  in  vain  deceive. 
While  the  mind  nauseates  what  she  can  't  believe. 
My  Muse  the'  expected  hero  shall  pursue 
From  clime  to  clime,  and  keep  him  still  in  view ; 
His  shining  march  describe,  in  faithful  lays. 
Content  to  paint  him,  nor  presume  to  praise  : 
Their  charms,  if  charms  they  have,  the  truth  sup- 
And  from  the  theme  uidabour'd  beauties  rise,  [plies. 

By  longing  nations  for  the  throne  design'd. 
And  call'd  to  guard  the  rights  of  humankind, 
With  secret  grief  his  godlike  soul  repines. 
And  Britain's  crown  with  joyless  lustre  shines; 
W  hile  prayers  and  tears  his  destin'd  progress  stay. 
And  crowds  of  mourners  choke  their  sovereign's 
way. 

'  Written  as  a  compliment  to  George  the  First,  on  his  ar- 
rival in  the  British  dominions. 
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Vot  so  he  in.irch'd  \vli(ri  hostile  s(|u;ulroiis  stood 
In  scones  ot"  dcutli  ami  (ind  liis  i;(ii(rous  blood; 
\V  hull  his  hot  courser  paw  <l  the'  I  luiiiiariaii  [)kiiii, 
And  adverse  legions  stood  the  shock  in  vain  ; 
I  lis  frontiers  pass'd,  the  Belgian  bounds  he  views. 
And  cross  the  level  fields  his  march  pursues  : 
Here,  pleased  the  land  ot"  Freedom  to  survey, 
lie  greatly  scorns  the  thirst  of  Ijoundless  sway: 
O'er  the  thin  soil  with  silent  joy  he  spies 
Transplanted  woods  and  borrowVl  verdure  rise, 
AV  here  every  meadow  won  with  toil  and  blood 
Trom  haughty  tyrants  and  the  raging  Hood, 
With  fruit  and  flowers  the  careful  hind  supplies. 
And  clothes  the  marshes  in  a  rich  disguise; 
Such  wealth  for  frugal  hands  doth  Heaven  decree, 
And  such  thy  gifts,  celestial  Liberty  ! 

Through  stately  towns  and  many  a  fertile  plain 
The  pomp  advances  to  the  neighbouring  main  ; 
Whole  nations  crowd  around  with  joyful  cries. 
And  view  the  hero  with  insatiate  eyes. 

In  llaga's  towers  he  waits,  till  eastern  gales 
Propitious  rise  to  swell  the  JJrilish  sails  ; 
Hither  the  fame  of  HngUind's  monarch  brings 
The  vows  and  friendshi[)s  of  the  neighbouring  kings : 
Mature  in  wisdom,  his  extensive  mind 
Takes  in  the  blended  interests  of  mankind. 
The  world's  great  patriot!  calm  thy  anxious  breast; 
Secure  in  him,  O  Junope  !  take  thy  rest : 
Henceforth  thy  kingdoms  shall  remain  confined 
By  rocks  or  streams,  the  mounds  which  Heaven 

design'd ; 
The  Alps  their  new-made  monarch  shall  restrain, 
Nor  shall  thy  hills,  Pirene!  rise  in  vain. 
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But  see  I  to  Briton's  isle  the  squadrons  stand. 
And  leave  the  sinkins;-  towers  and  lessening  land; 
The  royal  bark  hmnids  o'er  the  floating-  plain, 
Breaks  through  tlie  billows,  and  divides  the  main. 
O'er  the  vast  deep,  great  Monarch  !  dart  thine  eyes; 
A  watry  prospect  bounded  by  the  skies  ; 
Ten  thousand  vessels-frora  ten  thousand  shores 
Bring  oums  and  gold,  and  either  India's  stores ; 
Behohl  tlie  tributes  hastening  to  thy  throne. 
And  see  the  wide  horizon  all  thy  own  ! 

Still  is  it  thine.     Though  now  the  cheerful  crew 
Hail  Albion's  clifts  just  whitening  to  the  view. 
Before  the  wind  with  swelling  sails  they  ride 
Till  Thames  receives  them  in  his  opening  tide. 
The  monarch  hears  the  thundering  peals  around 
From  trembling  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound. 
Nor  misses  yet,  amid  the  deafening  train, 
The  roarings  of  the  hoarse  resounding  main. 

As  in  the  flood  he  sails,  from  either  side 
He  views  his  khigdom  in  its  rural  pride ; 
A  various  scene  the  wide-spread  landscape  yields 
O'er  rich  enclosures  and  luxuriant  tields  ; 
A  lowing  herd  each  fertile  pasture  fills, 
And  distant  flocks  stray  o'er  a  thousand  hills : 
Fair  Greenwich  hid  in  woods,  with  new  delight 
Shade  above  shade  now  rises  to  the  sight, 
His  woods  ordain'd  to  visit  every  shore, 
And  guard  the  island  which  they  graced  before. 

The  sun,  now  rolling  down  the  western  way 
A  blaze  of  fires,  renews  the  fading  day  ; 
Unnumber'd  barks  the  regal  barge  infold. 
Brightening  the  twilight  with  its  beamy  gold; 
Less  thick  the  finny  shoals,  a  countless  fry  ! 
Before  the  whale  or  kingly  dolphin  fly  : 
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In  one  vast  shout  lie  serks  the  crowded  strand, 
And  in  a  peal  of  thunder  f^ains  the  land. 

*\V<l(;onie,  great  Stran<;er!  to  our  h)ngiii;^  eyes; 
Oh,  king  desired!'  adopted  Albion  cries,  [breeze, 
•  For  thee  the  Ivast  breathed  out  a  prosperous 
Bright  were  the  suns  and  gently  swell'd  the  seas; 
Thy  presence  did  each  tloubtful  heart  compose, 
And  tactions  wouderM  that  they  once  were  foes ; 
That  joyful  day  they  lost  each  hostile  name, 
The  same  their  aspect  and  their  voice  the  same.' 

So  two  fair  twins,  whose  features  were  design'd 
At  one  soft  moment  in  the  mother's  mind, 
Show  each  the  other  with  reflected  grace. 
And  the  same  beauties  bloom  in  either  face. 
The  puzzled  strangers  which  is  which  inquire, 
Delusion  grateful  to  the  smiling  sire. 

From  that  fair  hilP  where  hoary  sages  boast 
To  name  tlie  stars  and  count  the  heavenly  host, 
By  the  next  ilawn  doth  great  Augusta  rise. 
Proud  Town  !  the  noblest  scene  beneath  the  skies  ! 
O'er  Thames  her  thousand  spires  their  lustre  shed, 
And  a  vast  navy  hides  his  ample  bed ; 
A  floating  forest!  from  the  distant  strand 
A  line  of  golden  cars  strikes  o'er  the  land ; 
Britannia's  peers  in  pomp  and  rich  array 
Before  their  king  triumphant  lead  the  way  : 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach  the  gaudy  train, 
A  bright  procession  shines  along  the  plain,   [ways 

So  haply  through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless 
A  comet  draws  a  long-extended  blaze,  [frame. 
From  east  to  west  burns  through  the'  etherial 
And  half  heaven's  convex  glitters  with  the  flame. 

-  Mr.  Flamstead's  house,  now  the  Observatory  in  Green- 
wicb-park. 

2-2.  O 
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Now  to  the  regal  towers  securely  brought, 
He  plans  Britannia's  glories  in  his  thought ; 
Resumes  the  delegated  power  he  gave, 
Rewards  the  faithful,  and  restores  the  brave. 
Whom  shall  the  Muse  from  out  the  shining  throng 
Select  to  heighten  and  adorn  her  song? 
Thee,  Halifax!  to  thy  capacious  mind, 
O  man  approved  !  is  Britain's  wealth  consign'd  : 
Her  coin,  while  Nassau  fought,  debased  and  rude. 
By  thee  in  beauty  and  in  truth  renew'd. 
An  arduous  work  !  again  thy  charge  we  see, 
And  thy  own  care  once  more  returns  to  thee. 
O  !  form'd  in  every  scene  to  awe  and  please, 
Mix'd  wit  with  pomp,  and  dignity  with  ease  ; 
Though  call'd  to  shine  aloft,  thou  wilt  not  scorn 
To  smile  on  arts  thyself  did  once  adorn : 
For  this  thy  name  succeeding  times  shall  praise. 
And  envy  less  thy  garter  than  thy  bays. 

The  Muse,  if  fired  with  thy  enlivening  beams. 
Perhaps  shall  aim  at  more  exalted  themes. 
Record  our  monarch  in  a  nobler  strain. 
And  sing  the  opening  wonders  of  his  reign ; 
Bright  Carolina's  heavenly  beauties  trace. 
Her  valiant  consort  and  his  blooming  race. 
A  train  of  kings  their  fruitful  love  supplies, 
A  glorious  scene  to  Albion's  ravish'd  eyes. 
Who  sees  by  Brunswick's  hand  her  sceptre  sway'd. 
And  through  his  line  from  age  to  age  convey'd. 
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Campus,  ubi  Troja  fuit. 

ViRb. 


AVhere  Kensington,  high  ocr  the  neighbouring 

lands, 
'Midst  greens  and  sweets,  a  regal  fabric !  stands, 
And  sees  each  spring  hixuriant  in  her  bowers, 
A  snow  of  blossoms  and  a  wild  of  flowers. 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  in  clouds  repair 
To  gravel  walks  and  unpolluted  air: 
Here,  while  the  Town  in  damps  and  darkness  lies. 
They  breathe  in  sunshine,  and  see  azure  skies ; 
liach  walk  with  robes  of  various  dies  bespread, 
Seems  from  afar  a  moving  tulip  bed, 
AVhere  rich  brocades  and  glossy  damasks  glow. 
And  chints,  the  rival  of  the  showery  bow. 

Here  England's  daughter,  darling  of  the  land  ! 
Sometimes  surrounded  with  her  virgin  band  [rest, 
Gleams  through  the  shades;  she,  towering  o'er  the 
Stands  fairest  of  the  fairer  kind  confess'd  ;  [nied, 
Eorm'd  to  gain  hearts  that  Brunswick's  cause  de- 
And  charm  a  people  to  her  father's  side,  [known. 

Long  have  these  groves  to  royal  guests  been 
Nor  Nassau  lirst  prefer'd  them  to  a  throne. 
Ere  Norman  banners  waved  in  British  air. 
Ere  lordly  Hubba  ^\ith  the  golden  hair 
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Pour'd  in  his  Danes,  ere  elder  Julius  came, 
Or  Dardan  Brutus  gave  our  isle  a  name, 
A  prince  of  Albion's  lineage  graced  the  wood. 
The  scene  of  wars,  and  stainVl  with  lovers'  blood. 

You  who  through  gazing  crowds,  your  captive 
throng, 
Throw  pangs  and  passions,  as  you  move  along. 
Turn  on  the  left,  ye  fair !  your  radiant  eyes, 
Where  all  unlevelled  the  gay  Garden  lies. 
If  generous  anguish  for  another's  pains 
Ere  heaved  your  hearts  or  shiver'd  through  your 

veins. 
Look  down  attentive  on  the  pleasing  dale. 
And  listen  to  my  melancholy  tale. 

That  hollow  space,  where  now  in  living  rows 
Line  above  line  the  yew's  sad  verdure  grows. 
Was,  ere  the  planters'  hand  its  beauty  gave, 
A  common  pit,  a  rude  unfashion'd  cave: 
The  landscape  now  so  sweet,  we  well  may  praise. 
But  far,  far  sweeter  in  its  ancient  days. 
Far  sweeter  was  it  when  its  peopled  ground 
With  fairy  domes  and  dazzling  towers  was  crown'd ! 
Where  in  the  midst  those  verdant  pillars  spring 
Rose  the  proud  palace  of  the  Elfin  king; 
Tor  every  hedge  of  vegetable  green 
In  happier  years  a  crov/ded  street  was  seen ; 
iS^or  all  those  leaves  that  now  the  prospect  grace 
Could  match  the  numbers  of  its  pigmy  race. 
What  urged  this  mighty  empire  to  its  fate, 
A  tale  of  woe  and  wonder,  I  relate. 

When  Albionruledtheland,whoselineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Their  midnight  pranks  the  sprightly  Fairies  play'd 
On  every  hill,  and  danced  in  every  shade; 
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But,  foes  to  sunshine,  most  they  took  delight 
In  (lolls  and  dales  conceal'd  from  human  sight ; 
Tliuy  hcw'd  their  houses  in  tlie  arching  rock, 
Or  scoop'd  the  bosom  of  the  blasted  oak, 
Or  heard,  o'ershadow'd  by  some  shelving  hill, 
The  distant  murmurs  of  the  falling  rill  ; 
They,  rich  in  pilfer'd  spoils,  indulged  their  mirth. 
And  pitied  the  huge  wretched  sons  of  earth  : 
Even  now  'tis  said,  the  hinds  o'erhear  their  strain. 
And  strive  to  view  their  airy  forms  in  vain ; 
They  to  their  cells  at  man's  approach  repair. 
Like  the  shy  leveret  or  the  mother  hare, 
The  whilst  poor  mortals  startle  at  the  sound 
Of  unseen  footsteps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  this  Garden,  then  with  vvoods  o'ergrown, 
Stood  the  loved  seat  of  royal  Oberon  : 
From  every  region,  to  his  palace  gate 
Came  peers  and  princes  of  the  fairy  state, 
Who,  rank'd  in  council  round  the  sacred  shade. 
Their  monarch's  will  and  great  behests  obey'd. 
From  Thames'  fair  banks,  by  lofty  towers  adorn'd. 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chiefs  return 'd; 
Hence  in  proud  robes  and  colours  bright  and  gay 
Shone  every  knight  and  every  lovely  fay. 
Whoe'er  on  Powell's  dazzling  stage  display 'd 
Hath  famed  king  Pepin  and  his  court  survey'd. 
May  guess,  if  old  by  modern  things  we  trace, 
The  pomp  and  splendour  of  the  I'airy  race. 

By  magic  fenc'd,  by  spells  encompass'd  round, 
No  mortal  touch'd  this  interdicted  ground ; 
No  mortal  euter'd,  those  alone  who  came 
Stolen  from  the  couch  of  some  terrestrial  dame; 
For  oft  of  babes  they  robbed  the  matron's  bed. 
And  left  some  sickly  changeling  in  their  stead. 

()  2 
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It  chanced  a  youth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  foster'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood. 
Milkah,  for  wiles  above  her  peers  renown'd. 
Deep  skill'd  in  charms  and  many  a  mystic  sound. 
As  through  the  regal  dome  she  sought  for  prey, 
Observed  the  Infant  Albion  where  he  lay, 
In  mantles  broider'd  o'er  with  gorgeous  pride, 
And  stole  him  from  the  sleeping  mother's  side. 
Who  now  but  Milkah  triumphs  in  her  mind  ! 
Ah,  wretched  nymph  !  to  future  evils  blind: 
The  time  shall  come  when  thou  shalt  dearly  pay 
The  theft  hard-hearted  of  that  guilty  day  : 
Thou  in  thy  turn  shalt  like  the  queen  repine. 
And  all  her  sorrows  doubled  shall  be  thine. 
He  who  adorns  thy  house,  the  lovely  boy 
Who  now  adorns  it,  shall  at  length  destroy. 

Two  hundred  moons  in  their  pale  course  had  seen 
The  gay-robed  Fairies  glimmer  on  the  green, 
And  Albion  now  had  reach'd  in  youthful  prime 
To  nineteen  years,  as  mortals  measure  time. 
Flush'd  with  resistless  charms  he  fired  to  love 
Each  nymph  and  little  Dryad  of  the  grove ; 
For  skilful  Milkah  sjiared  not  to  employ 
Her  utmost  art  to  rear  the  princely  boy  : 
Each  supple  limb  she  swathed  and  tender  bone, 
And  to  the  Elfin  standard  kept  him  down ; 
She  robb'd  dwarf  elders  of  their  fragrant  fruit. 
And  fed  him  early  with  the  daisy's  root. 
Whence  through  his  veins  the  powerful  juices  ran, 
And  form'd  in  beauteous  miniature  the  man  ; 
Yet  still,  two  inches  taller  than  the  rest. 
His  lofty  port  his  human  birth  confess'd: 
A  foot  in  height,  how  stately  did  he  show  ! 
How  look  superior  on  the  crowd  below  ! 
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What  knight  like  him  couhl  toss  the  rushy  lance? 

Who  luovo  so  giacot'ul  in  th(!  luazy  dance? 

A  siiape  so  nice,  or  featmes  lialt"  so  fair, 

What  Klt'couUl  boast?  or  such  a  llow  of  hair? 

Bright  Kenna  saw,  a  princess  born  to  reign, 

And  felt  the  charmer  burn  in  every  vein. 

She,  heiress  to  this  empire's  potent  lord, 
Praised  like  the  stars,  and  next  the  moon  adored; 

She  whom  at  distance  thrones  and   princedoms 
view'd. 

To  whom  proud  Oriel  and  Azuriel  sued, 
In  her  high  palace  languishd,  void  of  joy, 
And  pined  in  secret  for  a  mortal  boy. 

He  too  was  smitten,  and  discreetly  strove 
By  courtly  deeds  to  gain  the  virgin's  love. 
Tor  her  he  cuUM  the  fairest  flowers  that  grew 
Ere  morning  suns  had  drainVl  their  fragrant  dew; 
He  chased  the;  hornet  in  his  mid-day  tlight, 
And  brought  her  glow-worms  in  the  noon  of  night. 
When  on  ripe  fruits  she  cast  a  wishing  eye, 
Did  ever  Albion  think  the  tree  too  high  ? 
He  show'd  iier  where  the  pregnant  goldfinch  hung. 
And  the  wren-mother  brooding  o'er  her  young; 
To  her  the'  inscription  on  their  eggs  he  read; 
(Admire,  ye  clerks!  the  youth  whom  Milkah  bred) 
To  her  he  show'd  each  herb  of  virtuous  juice, 
'i'heirpowersdistinguish'd,  and  described  their  use. 
All  vain  their  powers,  alas!  to  Kenna  prove, 
And  well  sung  Ovid  '  There's  no  herb  for  love.' 
As  when  a  ghost  eidarged  from  rt>alms  below, 
Seeks  its  old  friind  to  tell  some  secret  woe. 
The  poor  shade  shi  veringstands,  and  must  not  break 
His  painful  silence  till  the  mortal  speak ; 


15(1  TICKELL. 

So  fared  it  with  the  httle  love-sick  maid. 
Forbid  to  utter  what  her  eyes  betray'd  : 
He  saw  her  anguish  and  reveal'd  iiis  flame. 
And  spared  the  blushes  of  the  tongue-tied  dame. 
The  day  \a  ould  fail  me  should  I  reckon  o'er 
The  sighs  they  lavish'd  and  the  oaths  they  swore. 
In  words  so  melting  that,  compar'd  with  those, 
The  nicest  courstshij)  of  terrestrial  beaux 
Would   sound    like  coniphments,  from  country 

clowns 
To  red-cheek'd  sweethearts  in  their  home-spun 

All  in  a  lawn  of  many  a  various  hue      [gowns. 
A  bed  of  flowers  (a  Fairy  forest)  grew  :^ 
'Twas  here  one  noon,  the  gaudiest  of  the  May, 
The  still,  the  secret,  silent  hour  of  day. 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip's  ample  shade 
Sat  the  young  lover  and  the'  immorto,!  maid. 
They  thought  all  fairies  slept.     Ah,  luckless  fair! 
Hid  but  in  vain  in  the  sun's  noontide  glare  ! 
When  Albion,  leaning  on  his  Kenna's  breast. 
Thus  all  the  softness  of  his  soul  express'd : 

*  All  things  are  hush'd  ;  the  sun's  meridian  rays 
Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  blaze  : 
Nor  moon  nor  star  in  heaven's  blue  arch  is  seen. 
With  kindly  rays  to  silver  o'er  the  green ; 
Grateful  to  fairy  eyes  they  secret  take 
Their  rest,  and  only  wretched  mortals  wake. 
This  dead  of  day  I  fly  to  thee  alone, 
A  world  to  me,  a  multitude  in  one. 
Oh  !  sweet  as  dew-drops  on  these  flowery  lawns. 
When  the  sky  opens  and  the  evening  dawns ! 
Straight  as  the  pink  that  towers  so  high  in  air ! 
Soft  as  the  blowbell !  as  the  daisy  fair ! 


g  ';  i  (■  K-  K  I,  I., 
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IJlost  bo  the  hour  when  first  I  was  convey'd 
An  infant  captive  to  this  blissful  shade ! 
And  blest  tin;  hand  tliat  (hd  my  form  refine, 
And  slirunk  my  stature  to  a  matcli  with  thine ! 
Ghid,  I  for  tlue  rencjunee  my  royal  birth, 
And  all  the  giant  daughters  of  the  Earth. 
Thou,  if  thy  breast  with  ecjual  ardour  burn, 
Ilenounce  thy  kind,  and  love  for  love  return ; 
So  from  us  two,  combined  by  nu[)tial  ties, 
A  race  unknown  of  demigods  shall  rise. 

0  speak,  my  love  !  my  vows  with  vows  repay, 
And  sweetly  swear  my  rising  fears  away.' 

To  whom  (the  shining  azure  of  her  eyes 
More  brighten'd)  thus  the'  enamour'd  maid  replies: 
'  By  all  the  stars,  and  first,  the  glorious  moon, 

1  swear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oberon, 

A  dreadful  oath  !  no  prince  of  fairy  line 

Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine. 

Where'er  my  footsteps  in  the  dance  are  seen 

May  toadstools  rise,  and  mildews  blast  the  green; 

May  the  keen  east-wind  blight  my  favourite  flowers, 

And  snakes  and  spotted  adders  haunt  my  bowers; 

Confined  whole  ages  in  a  hemlock  shade 

There  rather  pine  I,  a  neglected  maid ; 

Or  worse,  exiled  from  Cynthia's  gentle  rays. 

Parch  in  the  sun  a  thousand  summer  days. 

Than  any  prince,  a  prince  of  fairy  line. 

In  sacred  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine.' 

She  ended,  and  with  lips  of  rosy  hue 
Di|)ped  five  times  over  in  ambrosial  dew. 
Stifled  his  words,  when  from  his  covert  rear'd 
The  frowning  brow  of  Oberon  iippear'd  :    [sight  I) 
A  sun-flower's  trunk  was  near,  whence  (killing 
The  monarch  issued,  half  an  ell  in  height ; 
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Full  on  the  pair  a  furious  look  he  cast. 
Nor  spoke,  but  gave  his  bugle-horn  a  blast, 
That  through  the  woodland  echo'd  far  and  wide. 
And  drew  a  swarm  of  subjects  to  his  side. 
A  hundred  chosen  knights,  in  war  renown'd, 
Drive  Albion  banish'd  from  the  sacred  ground ; 
And  twice  ten  myriads  guard  the  bright  abodes 
"Where  the  proud  king,  amidst  his  demi-gods. 
For  Kenna's  sudden  bridal  bids  prepare, 
And  to  Azuriel  gives  the  weeping  fair. 

If  fame  in  arms  with  ancient  birth  combined, 
A  faultless  beauty  and  a  spotless  mind. 
To  love  and  praise  can  generous  souls  incline. 
That  love,  Azuriel  !  and  that  praise  was  thine. 
Blood  only  less  than  royal  lili'd  thy  veins ; 
Proud  was  thy  roof  and  large  thy  fair  domains. 
Wherenow  the  skies  high  Holland-House  invades, 
And  short-lived  Warwick  sadden'd  all  the  shades. 
Thy  dwelling  stood,  nor  did  in  him  afford 
A  nobler  ov/ner  or  a  lovelier  lord  : 
For  thee  a  hundred  fields  produced  their  store. 
And  by  thy  name  ten  thousand  vassals  swore  ; 
So  loved  thy  name,  that  at  their  monarch's  choice 
All  fairy  shouted  with  a  general  voice  ! 
Oriel  alone  a  secret  rage  suppress'd, 
That  from  his  bosom  heaved  the  golden  vest. 
Along  the  banks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran. 
Wide  was  his  range  and  populous  his  clan. 
When  cleanly  servants,  if  we  trust  old  tales. 
Beside  their  wages  had  good  fairy  vails, 
W^hole  heaps  of  silver  tokens,  nightly  paid 
The  careful  wife  or  the  neat  dairy-maid,     [bribes 
Sunk  not  his  stores.     With  smiles  and  powerful 
He  gain'd  the  leaders  of  his  neighbour  tribes, 
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And  eve  the  night  the  face  of  things  had  changed. 
Beneath  his  banners  half  the  fairies  ranged. 

Meanwhile  driven  back  to  earth,  a  lonely  way 
The  cheerless  Albion  wander'd  half  the  day; 
A  long,  long  jonrney !    choked  with  brakes  and 

thorns, 
111  measur'd  by  ten  thousand  barley-corns. 
Tired  out  at  length  a  spreading  stream  he  spied 
l\'d  by  old  Thame,  a  daughter  of  the  tide. 
'Twasthen  a  spreading  stream,  though  nowitsfame 
Obscured,  it  bears  the  Creek's  inglorious  name, 
Andcreeps,  as  through  contracted  bounds  it  strays, 
A  leap  for  boys  in  these  degenerate  days. 

On  the  clear  crystal's  verdant  bank  he  stood, 
And  thrice  look'd  backward  on  the  fatal  wood, 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  thrice  he  beat  his  breast, 
And  thus  in  tears  his  kindred  gods  address'd : 

'  If  true,  ye  watery  powers  !   my  lineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame, 
Down  to  his  court,  with  coral  garlands  crown'd. 
Through  all  your  grottos  waft  my  plaintive  sound. 
And  urge  the  god,  whose  trident  shakes  the  earth. 
To  grace  his  oti'spring  and  assert  my  birth.' 

lie  said  ;  a  gentle  Naiad  heard  his  prayer. 
And,  touclfd  with  pity  for  a  lover's  care. 
Shoots  to  the  sea,  v\  here  low  beneath  the  tides 
Old  Neptune  in  the'  unfathom'd  deep  resides. 
Housed  at  the  news  the  seas  stern  sultan  swore 
Revenge,  and  scarce  from  present  arms  forbore  ; 
But  first  the  nymph  his  harbinger  he  sends. 
And  to  her  care  the  favourite  boy  commends. 

As  through  the  Thames  her  backward  course 
she  guides, 
Driven  up  his  current  by  the  refhient  tides, 
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Along  his  banks  the  pigmy  legions  spread 
She  spies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head : 
Soon  with  wrojig'd  Albion's  name  the  host  she  fires. 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god  among  his  sires ; 
'The  ocean's  god,  by  whom  shall  be  o'erthrown, 
(Styx  heard  his  oath)  the  tyrant  Oberon. 
See  here  beneath  a  toadstool's  deadly  gloom 
Lies  Albion  ;  him  the  Fates  your  leader  doom. 
Hear  and  obey  ;  'tis  Neptune's  powerful  call : 
By  him  Azuriel  and  his  king  shall  fall.' 

She  said ;  they  bow'd,  and  on  their  shields  upbore 
With  shouts  their  new  saluted  emperor. 
Even  Oriel  smiled,  at  least  to  smile  he  strove. 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumph'd  over  love. 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  shade, 
By  gods  protected  and  by  hosts  obey'd ; 
A  slave,  a  chief,  by  tickle  Fortune's  play, 
In  the  short  course  of  one  revolving  day. 
What  wonder  if  the  youth,  so  strangely  bless'd. 
Felt  his  heart  flutter  in  his  little  breast : 
His  thick  embattled  troops  with  secret  pride 
He  views  extended  half  an  acre  wide : 
More  light  he  treads,  more  tall  he  seems  to  rise. 
And  struts  a  straw-breadth  nearer  to  the  skies. 

O  for  thy  Muse,  great  bard ' !  whose  lofty  strains 
In  battle  join'd  the  Pigmies  and  the  Cranes; 
Each  gaudy  knight,  had  I  that  warmth  divine. 
Each  colour'd  legion,  in  my  verse  should  shine : 
But  simple  I  and  innocent  of  art, 
The  tale  that  sooth'd  my  infant  years  impart, 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter-eves  untired. 
And  sing  the  battles  that  my  nurse  inspired. 

'  Mr.  Addison. 


KENSINGTON  GARDEN.  161 

Now  the  shrill  coiii-pipcs.ochoiiiir  loud  to  arms, 
'I'o  milk  and  file  rtdiicL'  the  struiigliini;  swarms  : 
Thick  rows  of  spears  at  once  with  sudden  glare, 
A  grove  of  needles,  glitter  in  the  air: 
Loose  in  the  winds  small  ribbon  streamers  flow, 
Dipp'd  in  all  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow. 
And  the  gay  host,  that  now  its  march  pursues, 
Gleams  o'er  the  meadows  in  a  thousand  hues. 

On  JBuda's  plains  thus  formidably  bright 
Shone  Asia's  sons,  a  j)leasing  dreadful  sight! 
In  various  robes  their  silken  troo[)s  were  seen, 
The  blue,  the  red,  and  prophet's  sacred  green, 
M'hen  blooming  Brunswick  near  theDanube'sliood 
First  stain'd  his  maiden  sword  in  Turkish  blood. 

I'nseen  and  silent  march  the  slow  brigades 
Through  pathless  wilds  and  unfrecpiented  shades. 
Tn  hope  already  vantpiish'd  by  surprise. 
In  Albion's  power  the  fairy  em[)ire  lies; 
Already  has  he  seized  on  Kenna's  charms. 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

The  march  concludes;  and  now  in  prospect  near. 
But  fenced  with  arms,  the  hostile  towers  appear; 
For  Oberon  (or  Druids  falsely  sing) 
\^  ore  his  prime  vizier  in  a  magic  ring, 
A  subtle  sprite  !  that  oi)ening  |)lots  foretold 
By  sudden  dimness  on  the  beamy  gold : 
Hence  in  a  crescent  form'd  his  legions  bright 
With  beating  bosoms  waited  for  the  fight : 
To  charge  their  foes  they  march,  a  glittering  band! 
And  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  stand. 

AA  hat  rage  that  hour  did  Albion's  soul  possess, 
Let  chiefs  imagine  and  let  lovers  guess ! 
Forth  issuing  from  his  ranks,  that  strove  in  vaia 
To  check  his  course,  athwart  the  dreadful  plain 

22.  p 
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He  strides  indignant,  and  with  haughty  cries 
To  single  fight  the  fairy  Prince  defies. 

Forbear,  rash  youth  !  the'  unequal  war  to  try, 
Nor,  sprung  from  mortals,  with  immortals  vie : 
No  god  stands  ready  to  avert  thy  doom, 
Nor  yet  thy  grandsire  of  the  waves  is  come. 
My  words  are  vain — no  words  the  wretch  can  move 
By  beauty  dazzled  and  bewitch'd  by  love  : 
He  longs,  he  burns  to  win  the  glorious  prize, 
And  sees  no  danger  while  he  sees  her  eyes. 

Now  from  each  host  the  eager  warriors  start. 
And  furious  Albion  flings  his  hasty  dart. 
'Twas  feather'd  from  the  bee's  transparent  wing, 
And  its  shaft  ended  in  a  hornet's  sting ; 
But  toss'd  in  rage,  it  flew  without  a  wound 
High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiltless  pierced  the  ground. 
Not  so  Azuriel's  ;  with  unerring  aim 
Too  near  the  needle-pointed  javelin  came. 
Drove  through  the  sevenfold  shield  and  silken  vest, 
And  lightly  rased  the  lover's  ivory  breast. 
Roused  at  the  smart,  and  rising  to  the  blow. 
With  his  keen  sword  he  cleaves  his  Fairy  foe. 
Sheer  from  the  shoulder  to  the  waist  he  cleaves. 
And  of  one  arm  the  tottering  trunk  bereaves. 

His  useless  steel  brave  Albion  wields  no  more. 
But  sternly  smiles,  and  thinks  the  combat  o'er : 
So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  strain 
Or  less  than  fairy  felt  the  deadly  pain  ; 
But  empyreal  forms,  howe'er  in  fight 
Gash'd  and  dismember'd,  easily  unite. 
As  some  frail  cup  of  China's  purest  mould, 
With  azure  varnish'd  and  bedropp'd  with  gold. 
Though  broke,  if  cured  by  some  nrce  virgin's  hands. 
In  its  old  strength  and  pristine  beauty  stands ; 
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Tlie  tiiniults  of  the  boiling  Bohea  braves. 
Ami  holds  scciuf  the  cotiee's  sable  waves  ; 
So  (lid  Azuriers  aim,  it'  Fame  say  true, 
Kcjoin  the  vital  trunk  whence  first  it  grew, 
And  whilst,  in  wonder  iix'd,  poor  Albion  stood, 
Plunged  the  cursed  sabre  in  his  heart's  warm  blood. 
The  golden  broidery  tender  jMilkah  wove. 
The  breast,  to  Kenna  sacred  and  to  love, 
Lie  rent  and  mangled,  and  the  gaping  wound 
I*ours  out  a  tlood  of  purple  on  the  ground  : 
The  jetty  lustre  sickens  in  his  eyes. 
On  his  cold  cheeks  the  bloomy  freshness  dies : 
*  O  Kenna!  Kenna  !'  thrice  he  tried  to  say  ; 
'  Kenna!  farewell!'  and  sigh'd  his  soul  away. 

His  fall  the  Dryads  with  loud  shrieks  deplore. 
By  sister  Naiads  echo'd  from  the  shore. 
Thence  down  to  Neptune's  secret  realms  convey'd 
Through  grots,  and  glooms,  and  many  a  coral  shade. 
The  sea's  great  sire,  with  looks  denouncing  war, 
The  trident  shakes,  and  mounts  the  pearly  car. 
With  one  steyi  frown  the  wide-spread  deep  de- 
forms. 
And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  storms : 
O'er  foaming  mountains  and  through  burstingtides. 
Now  high,  now  low,  the  bounding  chariot  rides; 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a  loud  whirlwind's  roar 
It  shoots,  and  lands  him  on  the  destin'd  shore. 

Now  Hx'd  on  earth  his  towering  stature  stood. 
Hung  o'er  the  mountains  and  o'erlooked  the  wood : 
To  Brompton's  grove  one  ample  stride  he  took, 
(The  vallies  trembled  and  the  forests  shook) 
The  next  huge  step  reach'd  the  devoted  shade 
Where,  choked  in  blood,  was  wretched  Albion  laid. 
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Where  now  the  vanquish'd,  with  the  victors  join'd, 
Beneath  the  regal  banners  stood  combined. 

The'  embattled  dwarfs  with  rage  and  scorn  he 
pass'd, 
And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindictive  cast ; 
In  deep  foundations  his  strong  trident  cleaves. 
And  high  in  air  the'  uprooted  empire  heaves ; 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vast  ruin  hung, 
Which  on  the  foe  with  force  divine  he  flung : 
Aghast  the  legions  in  the'  approaching  shade 
The'  inverted  spires  and  rocking  domes  survey'd. 
That  downward  tumbling  on  the  host  below 
Crushed  the  whole  nation  at  one  dreadful  blow : 
Towers,  arms,  nymphs,  warriors,  are  together  lost. 
And  a  whole  empire  falls  to  soothe  sad  Albion's 
ghost ! 

Such  was  the  period  long  restrained  by  Fate, 
And  such  the  downfall  of  the  fairy  state. 
This  Dale,  a  pleasing  region,  not  unbless'd. 
This  Dale  possess'd  they,  and  had  still  possess'd. 
Had  not  their  monarch,  with  a  father's  pride, 
Rent  from  her  lord  the'  inviolable  bride  ; 
Rash  to  dissolve  the  contract  seal'd  above, 
The  solemn  vows  and  sacred  bonds  of  Love. 
Nowwherehis  elves  so  sprightlj'  danced  the  round, 
No  violet  breathes  nor  daisy  paints  the  ground ; 
His  towers  and  people  fill  one  common  grave, 
A  shapeless  ruin  and  a  barren  cave. 

Beneath  huge  hills  of  smoking  piles  he  lay 
Stunned  and  confounded,  a  whole  summer's  day; 
At  length  awaked,  (for  what  can  long  restrain 
Unbodied  spirits  ?)  but  awaked  in  pain  ; 
And  as  he  saw  the  desolated  wood. 
And  the  dark  den  where  once  his  empire  stood, 
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f  riief  cliiU'd  his  lieart ;  to  bis  half-open'd  eyes 
In  every  oak  a  Neptune  seem'd  to  rise  : 
J  le  fled,  and  left  \vith  all  his  trembling  peers 
The  long-  possession  of  a  thousand  years. 

Through  bush,  through  brake,  through  groves- 
and  gloomy  dales,  [vales, 

Through  dank  and  dry,  o'er  streams  and  flowery 
Dheet  they  fled,  but  often  look'd  behind, 
And  stopp'd  and  started  at  eaeh  rustling  wind. 
WingM  with  like  fiur,  his  abdicated  bands 
Disperse  and  wander  into  ditlerent  lands; 
Part  hid  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  caverns  lie 
In  silent  glooms,  impervious  to  the  sky; 
Part  on  fair  Avon's  margin  seek  repose, 
"VMiose  stream  o'er  Britain's  midmost  region  flows, 
VVlure  formidable  Neptune  never  came, 
And  seas  and  oceans  are  but  known  by  fame  ; 
Some  to  dark  woods  and  secret  shades  retreat, 
And  some  on  mountains  choose  their  aiiy  seat; 
There  hai)ly  by  the  ruddy  damsel  seen. 
Or  she})herd  boy,  they  featly  foot  the  green, 
While  from  their  steps  a  circling  verdure  springs; 
But  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  courts  of  kings. 

3Ieanwhile  sad  Kenna,  loth  to  quit  the  gr6ve, 
Hung  o'er  the  body  of  her  breathless  love, 
Tried  every  art  (vain  arts  !)  to  change  his  doom, 
And  vow'd  (vain  vows!)  to  join  him  in  the  tomb. 
What  could  she  do  ?  the  Fates  alike  deny 
The  dead  to  live,  or  fairA^  forms  to  die. 

An  herb  there  grows,  (the  same  old  Homer  •  tells 
Ulysses  bore  to  rival  Circe's  spells) 
Its  root  is  ebon-black,  but  sends  to  light 
A  stem  that  bends  w  ith  flowerets  milky  white ; 

^  Odyss.  Lib.  x. 
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Moly  the  plant,  which  gods  and  fairies  know. 
But  secret  kept  from  mortal  men  below  ; 
On  his  pale  limbs  its  virtuous  juice  she  shed. 
And  niurmur'd  mystic  numbers  o'er  the  dead ; 
When  lo !  the  little  shape  by  magic  power 
Grew  less  and  less,  contracted  to  a  Hower; 
A  flower  that  first  in  this  sweet  garden  smiled, 
To  virgins  sacred,  and  the  Snow-drop  styled. 

The  new-born  plantwith  sweet  regret  she  view'd, 
Warm'd  with  her  sighs,  and  with  her  tears  bedew'd, 
Its  ripen'd  seeds  from  bank  to  bank  convey'd, 
And  with  her  lover  whiten'd  half  the  shade  : 
Thus  won  from  ileath  each  spring  she  sees  him  grow, 
And  glories  in  the  vegetable  snow. 
Which  now  increased  through  wide  Britannia's 

plains. 
Its  parent's  warmth  and  spotless  name  retains ; 
First  leader  of  the  flowery  race  aspires. 
And  foremost  catches  the  sun's  genial  fires; 
Mid  frosts  and  snows  triumphant  dares  appear, 
Mingles  the  seasons  and  leads  on  the  year. 

Deserted  now  of  all  the  pigmy  race, 
Nor  man  nor  fairy  touch'd  the  guilty  place: 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  rolling  age 
It  lay  accursed,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  rage. 
Till  great  Nassau  recloth'd  the  desert  shade. 
Thence  sacred  to  Britannia's  monarchs  made. 
'Twas  then  the  green-robed  nymph,  fair  Kenna, 

came, 
(Kenna !  that  gave  the  neighbouring  town  its  name) 
Proud  when  she  saw  the'  ennobled  Garden  shine 
AVith  nymphs  and  heroes  of  her  lover's  line. 
She  vow'd  to  grace  the  mansions  once  her  own, 
And  picture  out  in  plants  the  fairy  town : 


KENSINGTON  GARDEN.  167 

To  far-famed  Wise  her  ti'v^Ut  unseen  she  sped, 
And  with  2;ay  prospects  fill'd  the  craftsman's  head. 
Soft  in  his  fancy  drew  a  ph'asing  scheme, 
And  pUmned  tiiat  landscape  in  a  morning  dream. 

With  the  sweet  view  the  sire  of  (iardens  fired. 
Attempts  the  labour  by  the  nymph  inspired, 
The  walls  and  streets  in  rows  of  yew  designs, 
And  forms  the  (own  in  all  its  ancient  lines; 
The  corner  trees  he  lifts  more  high  in  air. 
And  girds  the  palace  with  a  vtsrdant  square  ; 
Nor  knows,  while  round  he  views  the  rising  scenes. 
He  builds  a  city  as  he  plants  his  greens. 

With  a  sad  pleasure  the  aerial  maid 
This  injage  of  her  ancient  realm  survey 'd, 
How  changed,  how  fallen,  from  its  primeval  pride ! 
Yet  here  each  moon,  the  hour  her  lover  died. 
Each  moon  the  solemn  obsequies  she  pays, 
xVnd  leads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's  rays; 
Pleased  in  these  shades  to  head  her  fairy  train. 
And  grace  the  groves  where  Albion's  kinsmen  reign. 
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OXFORD'. 

INSCRIBED  TO  LORD  LONSDALE, 
MDCCVll\ 


Unam  opus  est,  intactfe  Palladis  urbem 
Carmine  perpetuo  celebrare. 

HoR.  I.  Ode  vii. 


Whilst  you,  my  lord,  adorn  that  stately  seat 
Where  shming  Beauty  makes  her  soft  retreat. 
Enjoying  all  those  graces,  uncontrol'd, 
Which  noblest  youths  would  die  but  to  behold  ; 
Whilst  you  inhabit  Lowther's  awful  pile, 
A  structure  worthy  of  the  founder's  toil, 
Amazed  we  see  the  former  Lonsdale  ^  shine 
Tn  each  descendant  of  his  noble  line  ; 
But  most  transported  and  surprised  we  view 
His  ancient  glories  all  revived  in  you, 
Where  charms  and  virtues  join  their  equal  race, 
Your  father's  godlike  soul,  your  mother's  lovely 
face. 

'  This  poem  is  sabjoined  to  Dr.  Johnson's  Life  of  Tickell 

-  Richard,  second  Lord  Viscount  Lonsdale.  He  died  of 
the  small-pox,  Dec.  1,  1713. 

•^  Sir  John  Lowther,  one  of  the  early  promoters  of  the 
Revolution,  was  constituted  Vice  Chamberlain  to  King  Wil- 
liam and  Queen  Mary  on  their  advancement  to  the  throne, 
created  Baron  Lowther  and  Viscount  Lonsdale  in  1696,  and 
appointed  Lord  Privy  Seal  in  1699.     He  died  July  10,  1700. 
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Me  fortune  and  kind  Heaven's  indulgent  care 
To  famous  t)xf»)rd  and  the  Muses  bear, 
Where  of  all  ranks  the  bloominc,  youths  combine 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  mighty  Nine, 
Ami  snatch  with  smiling  joy  the  laiuel  crown, 
Due  to  the  learned  honours  of  the  gown  : 
Here  I,  the  meanest  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Delude  the  time  with  an  unhallow'd  song  ; 
Which  thus  my  thanks  to  much-loved  Oxford  pays. 
In  no  ungrateful,  though  urjartful  lays. 

Where  shall  I  first  the  beauteous  scene  disclose, 
And  all  the  gay  variety  expose  ? 
For  wheresoe'er  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes 
Aspiring  towers  and  verdant  groves  arise  ; 
Immortal  greens  the  smiling  plains  array, 
And  mazy  rivers  murmur  all  the  way. 

O !  might  your  eyes  behold  each  sparklingdome. 
And  freely  o'er  the  beauteous  pros[)ecl  roam, 
Less  ravish'd  your  own  Lowther  you  "d  survey, 
Though  pomp  and  state  the  costly  seat  display; 
Where  Art  so  nicely  has  adorn'd  the  place, 
That  Nature's  aid  might  seem  an  useless  grace  ; 
Yet  Nature's  smiles  such  various  charms  impart 
That  vain  and  needless  are  the  strokes  of  Art. 
In  e(|ual  state  our  rising  structures  shine, 
I'ramed  by  such  rules  and  form'd  by  such  design. 
That  here,  at  once  surprised  and  pleased,  we  view 
Old  Athens  lost  and  conquer'd  in  the  new ; 
More  sweet  our  shades,  more  fit  our  bright  abodes 
For  warbling  Muses  and  inspiring  gods. 

Great  Vanburgh's*  self  might  own  each  artful 
draught 
Equal  to  models  in  his  curious  thought. 
*  Sir  John  Vanburgb. 
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Nor  scorn  a  fabric  by  our  plans  to  frame, 
Or  in  immortal  labours  sing  their  fame  : 
Both  ways  he  saves  them  from  destroying  Fate, 
If  he  but  praise  them,  or  but  imitate. 

See  where  the  sacred  Sheldon's  haughty  dome' 
Rivals  the  stately  pomp  of  ancient  Rome, 
Whose  form  so  great  and  noble  seems  design'd 
To'  express  the  grandeur  of  its  founder's  mind  : 
Here  in  one  lofty  building  we  beliold 
Whate'er  the  Latian  pride  could  boast  of  old. 
True,  no  dire  combats  feed  the  savage  eye. 
And  strew  the  sand  with  sportive  cruelty  ; 
But  more  adorn'd  with  what  the  Muse  inspires. 
It  far  outshines  their  bloody  theatres. 
Delightful  scene  !  when  here  in  equal  verse 
The  youthful  bards  their  godlike  queen  rehearse. 
To  Churchill's  wreaths  Apollo's  laurel  join, 
And  sing  the  plains  of  Hochstet  and  Judoign. 

Next  let  the  Muse  record  our  Bodley's  seat*. 
Nor  aim  at  numbers  like  the  subject  great. 
All  hail !  thou  fabric  sacred  to  the  Nine, 
Thy  fame  immortal  and  thy  form  divine  ! 
Who  to  thy  praise  attempts  the  dangerous  flight 
Should  in  thy  various  tongues  be  taught  to  write; 
His  verse,  like  thee,  a  lofty  dress  should  wear, 
And  breathe  the  genius  which  inhabits  there  ; 
Thy  proper  lays  alone  can  make  thee  live. 
And  pay  that  fame  which  first  thyself  did  give: 
So  fountains  which  through  secret  channels  flow. 
And  pour  above,  the  floods  they  take  below. 
Back  to  their  father  Ocean  urge  their  way. 
And  to  the  sea  the  streams  it  gave  repay. 

^  The  Theatre.  "  The  Bodleian  Library. 
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No  more  we  fear  the  niilitary  rage 
Nursed  uj)  in  some  obscure  barbarian  age, 
Nor  dread  the  ruin  of  our  arts  divine 
From  thick-skuird  lieroes  of  the  gotliic  line, 
Though  pale  the  Romans  saw  those  arms  advance, 
And  wept  their  learning  lost  in  ignorance. 
Let  brutal  rage  around  its  terrors  spread. 
The  living  murder,  and  consume  the  dead, 
In  imi)i()us  tires  let  noblest  writings  burn, 
And,  with  their  authors,  share  a  conmion  urn, 
Only,  ye  fates  !  our  loved  JJodleian  spare. 
Be  It,  and  Learning's  self  shall  be,  your  care  ; 
Here  every  art  and  every  grace  shall  join, 
Collected  Phoibus  here  alone  shall  shine, 
Each  other  seat  be  dark,  and  this  be  all  divine 
Thus  when  the  Greeks  imperial  Troy  defaced, 
And  to  the  ground  its  fatal  walls  debased, 
In  vain  they  burn  the  work  of  hands  divine, 
And  vow  destruction  to  the  Dardan  line, 
AVhilst  good  iEneas  tiies  the'  unequal  wars. 
And  with  his  guardian  gods  liilus  bears  ; 
Old  Trov  for  ever  stands  in  him  alone. 
And  all  the  Phrygian  kings  survive  in  one. 

Here  still  presides  each  sage's  reverend  shade. 
In  soft  repose  and  easy  grandeur  laid; 
Their  deathless  works  forbid  their  fame  to  die. 
Nor  Time  itself  their  persons  shall  destroy. 
Preserved  within  the  living  Gallery  \ 
"NVhatoreater  gift  could  bounteous  Heaven  bestow 
Than  to  be  seen  above,  and  read  below  ? 
With  deep  respect  I  bend  my  duteous  head 
To  see  the  faithful  likeness  of  the  dead  ; 
^  The  Picture-Gallerj. 
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But  O  !  what  Muse  can  equal  warmth  impart? 
The  painter's  skill  transcends  the  poet's  art. 
When  round  the  pictured  founders  I  descry, 
With  goodness  soft  and  great  with  majesty. 
So  much  of  life  the  artful  colours  give, 
Scarce  more  within  their  colleges  they  live  ; 
My  blood  begins  in  wdder  rounds  to  roll, 
And  pleasing  tumults  combat  in  my  soul. 
An  humble  awe  my  downcast  eyes  betray, 
And  only  less  than  adoration  pay. 
Such  were  the  Roman  fathers  when,  o'ercome. 
They  saw  the  Gauls  insult  o'er  conquer'd  Rome, 
Each  captive  seem'd  the  haughty  victor's  lord, 
And  prostrate  chiefs  their  awful  slaves  adored. 

Such  art  as  this  adorns  your  Lowther's  Hall, 
Where  feasting  gods  carouse  upon  the  wall ; 
The  nectar  which  creating  paint  supplies 
Intoxicates  each  pleased  spectator's  eyes. 
Who  view  amazed  the  figures,  heavenly  fair. 
And  think  they  breathe  the  true  Elysian  air  : 
With  strokes  so  bold,  great Verrio's  hand  has  drawn 
The  gods  in  dwellings  brighter  than  their  own. 

Fired  with  a  thousand  raptures,  I  behold 
What  lively  features  graced  each  bard  of  old; 
Such  lips  I  think  did  guide  his  charming  tongue. 
In  such  an  air  as  this  the  poet  sung ; 
Such  eyes  as  these  glow'd  with  the  sacred  fire, 
And  hands  like  these  employ 'd  the  vocal  lyre. 
Quite  ravish'd  1  pursue  each  image  o'er. 
And  scarce  admire  their  deathless  labours  more. 
See,  where  the  gloomy  Scaliger  appears. 
Each  shade  is  critic  and  each  feature  sneers  ! 
The  artful  Ben  so  smartly  strikes  the  eye, 
I  more  than  see  a  fancied  comedy ; 
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The  muddy  Scotus  crowns  the  motley  show. 
And  metaphysics  cloud  his  wrinkled  brow; 
But  distant  awe  invades  my  beating^  breast 
To  see  great  Orrnond  in  the  paint  express'd ; 
With  fear  1  view  the  figure  from  afar 
Which  burns  with  nobh;  ardour  for  the  war; 
Jiut  near  approaches  free  my  doul)ting  mind, 
I'o  view  such  sweetness  witii  such  grandeur  join'd. 

Here  studious  heads  the  graver  tablet  shows. 
And  there  with  martial  warmth  the  picture  glows; 
The  blooming  youth  here  boasts  a  brighter  hue. 
And  painted  virgins  far  outshine  the  true. 

Hail,  Colours,  which  with  Xature  bear  a  strife. 
And  oidy  want  a  voice  to  perfect  life  ! 
The  wondering  stranger  makes  a  sudden  stand. 
And  pays  low  homage  to  the  lovely  band. 
Within  each  frame  a  real  fair  believes, 
And  vainly  thinks  the  mimic  canvass  lives. 
Till  undeceived,  he  quits  the"  enchanting  show. 
Pleased  with  the  art  though  he  laments  it  too. 
So  when  his  Juno  bold  Ixion  woo'd, 
And  aim'd  at  pleasures  worthy  of  a  god, 
A  beauteous  cloud  was  form'd  by  angry  Jove 
Fit  to  invite  though  not  indulge  his  love  ; 
The  mortal  thought  lie  saw  his  goddess  shine, 
And  all  the  lying  graces  look'd  divine. 
But  when  with  heat  he  clasp'd  her  fancied  charms. 
The  empty  vapour  balk'd  his  eager  arras. 

Loth  to  depart  1  leave  the"  inviting  scene. 
Yet  scarce  forbear  to  view  it  oer  again. 
But  still  new  objects  give  a  new  delight. 
And  various  prospects  bless  the  wandering  sight. 

Aloft  in  state  the  airy  towers  arise, 
An<l  with  new  lustre  deck  the  wondering  skies. 

22.  Q 
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Lo,  to  what  height  the  schools  ascending  reach  ! 
Built  with  that  art  which  they  alone  can  teach ; 
The  lofty  dome  expands  her  spacious  gate 
Where  all  the  decent  Graces  jointly  wait ; 
Tn  every  shape  the  god  of  Art  resorts, 
And  crowds  of  sages  till  the'  extended  courts. 

^A'ith  wonders  fraught  the  bright  Museum  see. 
Itself  the  greatest  curiosity, 

Where  Nature's  choicest  treasures  all  combined 
Delight,  at  once,  and  quite  confound  the  mind  ; 
Ten  thousand  splendors  strike  the  dazzled  eye, 
And  form  on  earth  another  Galaxy. 

Here  colleges  in  sweet  confusion  rise. 
There  temples  seem  to  reach  their  native  skies  ; 
Spires,  towers,  and  groves  compose  the  various 

shew. 
And  mingled  prospects  charm  the  doubting  view. 
Who  can  deny  their  characters  divine. 
Without  resplendent,  and  inspired  within? 
But,  since  above  my  weak  and  artless  lays. 
Let  their  own  poets  sing  their  equal  praise. 

One  labour  more  my  grateful  verse  renews, 
And  rears  aloft  the  low-descending  Muse  ! 
The  building^  parent  of  my  young  essays. 
Asks,  in  return,  a  tributary  praise : 
Pillars  sublime  bear  up  the  learned  v/eight. 
And  antique  sages  tread  the  pompous  height. 
Whilst  guardian  Muses  shade  the  happy  piles. 
And  all  around  diffuse  propitious  smiles. 
Here  Lancaster,  adornd  with  every  grace. 
Stands  chief  in  merit  as  the  chief  in  place  : 
To  his  loved  name  our  earliest  lays  belong, 
The  theme  at  once  and  patron  of  our  song. 

*  Queen's  College  Library. 
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Long  may  he  o'er  his  iniich-h)vecl  Queen's  |)reside. 
Our  arts  encouiaj^o,  aiul  our  counsels  guide  ; 
Till  alter  ages,  lill'd  with  glad  surprise, 
Behold  his  image  all  majestic  rise. 
Where  now  in  pomp  a  venerable  band, 
l*rinces,  and  (pieens,  and  holy  fathers  stand. 
Good  Egglusfield '  claims  homage  from  the  eye. 
And  the  hard  stone  seems  soft  with  piety ; 
The  mighty  monarchs  still  the  same  appear, 
And  every  marble  frown  i)rovok<'s  the  war ; 
Whilst  rugged  rocks,  mark'tl  with  Philippa's  face. 
Soften  to  charms,  and  glow  with  new-born  grace. 
A  sight  less  noble  did  the  warriors  yield, 
Transform'd  to  statues  by  the  Gorgon  shield ; 
Distorting  fear  the  coward's  form  confess'd, 
And  fury  seem'd  to  heave  the  hero's  breast ; 
The  lifeless  rocks  each  various  thought  betray'd. 
And  all  the  soul  was  in  the  stone  display'd. 

Too  high,  my  verse !  has  been  thy  daring  flight ; 
Thy  softer  numbers  now  tlie  groves  invite. 
Where  silent  shades  provoke  the  speaking  lyre. 
And  cheerful  objects  happy  songs  inspire, 
At  once  bestow  rewards,  and  thoughts  infuse. 
Compose  a  garland,  and  su})|)ly  a  Muse. 

Behold  around,  and  see  tlie  living  green 
In  native  colours  paints  a  blooming  scene ; 
The'  eternal  buds  no  deadly  winter  fear. 
But  scorn  the  coldest  season  of  the  year; 
Apollo,  sure,  will  bless  the  happy  place 
W  Inch  his  own  Daphne  condescends  to  grace  ; 
For  here  the  everlasting  laurels  grow 
In  every  grotto,  and  on  every  brow. 

9  Robert  Egglesfield,  B.  D.  (lie  founder,  1340. 


17G  TICKELL. 

Prospects  so  gay  demand  a  Congreve's  strains 
To  call  the  gods  and  nymphs  npon  the  plains; 
Pan  yields  his  empire  o'er  the  silvan  throng. 
Pleased  to  submit  to  his  superior  song ; 
Great  Deidiam's  genius  looks  with  rapture  down, 
And  Spenser's  shade  resigns  the  rural  crown. 

Fill'd  with  great  thoughts  a  thousand  sages  rove 
Through  every  field  and  solitary  grove, 
Whose  souls,  ascending  an  exalted  height, 
Out-soar  the  drooping  Muse's  vulgar  flight. 
That  longs  to  see  her  darling  votaries  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  some  gentle  shade. 
Where  purling  streams  and  warbling  birds  conspire 
To  aid  the'  enchantments  of  the  trembling  lyre. 

Bear  me,   some  god,  to  Christ-church,  royal 
seat! 
And  lay  me  softly  in  the  green  retreat 
Where  Aldrich  holds  o'er  wit  the  sovereign  power, 
And  crowns  the  poets  which  he  taught  before. 
To  Aldrich,  Britain  owes  her  tuneful  Boyle, 
The  noblest  trophy  of  the  conquer'd  isle, 
Who  adds  new  warmth  to  our  poetic  fire. 
And  gives  to  England  the  Hibernian  lyre. 
Philips,  by  Phfebus  and  his  Aldrich  taught. 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith  his  Churchill  fought; 
Unfetter'd  in  great  Milton's  strain  he  writes. 
Like  Milton's  angels,  whilst  his  hero  fights ; 
Pursues  the  bard  whilst  he  with  honour  can, 
Equals  the  poet  and  excels  the  man. 

O'erallthe  plains,  the  streams,and  woods  around. 
The  pleasing  lays  of  sweetest  bards  resound ; 
A  faithful  echo  every  note  returns, 
And  listening  river-gods  neglect  their  urns. 
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Wlion  Codrington '"  and  Steele  their  verse  unrein, 
And  form  an  easy  unafiectcd  strain, 
x\  double  wreath  of  laurel  binds  their  brow, 
As  they  are  poets  and  are  warriors  too. 
Trapp's  lofty  scenes  in  gentle  niinibers  flow, 
Like  Dryden  great,  as  soft  as  moving  Rowe. 
When  youthful  Harrison"  with  tuneful  skill 
Makes  Woodstock  Park  scarce  yield  to  Cooper's 

Hill ; 
Old  Chaucer  from  the'  I'lysian  Fields  looks  down, 
And  sees  at  length  a  genius  like  his  own; 
Charm'd  with  his  lays  which  reach  the  shades  below 
Fair  llosamonda  intermits  her  woe, 
Forgets  the  anguish  of  an  injured  soul. 
The  fatal  poniard  and  envenom'd  bowl. 

Apollo  smiles  on  Magdah'n's  peaceful  bovvers. 
Perfumes  the  air,  and  paints  the  grot  with  flowers, 
"Where  Yalden  learn'd  to  gain  the  myrtle  crown. 
And  every  Muse  was  fond  of  Addison. 
Applauded  man  !  for  weightier  trusts  design'd, 
For  once  disdain  not  to  unbend  thy  mind ; 
Thy  mother  Isis  and  her  groves  rehearse, 
A  subject  not  unworthy  of  thy  verse  ; 
So  Latian  fields  will  cease  to  boast  thy  praise. 
And  yield  to  Oxford,  painted  in  thy  lays ; 
And  when  the  age  to  come,  from  envy  free, 
What  thou  to  Virgil  givest  shall  give  to  thee, 

'"  Tlie  great  benefactor  of  AH  Souls  College. 

"  William  Harrison,  Esq.  fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford, 
tutor  to  one  of  the  Duke  of  Queensbury's  sons,  and  after- 
wards secretary  in  an  enil)assy  to  Holland.  He  died  Feb. 
14,  17IS  ;  and  was  lamented  by  Swift  and  Young.  His  poem 
of  Woodstock  Park  is  printed  in  Dodsley's  collection. 
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Isis  immortal  by  the  poet's  skill 
*  Shall  in  the  smooth  description  murmur  still**  ;' 
New  beauties  shall  adorn  the  silvan  scene. 
And  in  thy  numbers  grow  for  ever  green. 

Danby's  famed  gift '  ^  such  verse  as  thine  requires, 
Exalted  raptures  and  celestial  fires ; 
Apollo  here  shall  pleiiteously  impart 
As  well  his  singing  as  his  curing  art. 
Nature  herself  the  healing  garden  loves. 
Which  kindly  her  declining  strength  improves ; 
Batiies  the  strokes  of  unrelenting  Death, 
Can  break  his  arrows  and  can  blunt  his  teeth. 
How  sweet  the  landscape  !  where  in  living  trees 
Here  frowns  a  vegetable  Hercules  ; 
There  famed  Achilles  learns  to  live  again, 
And  looks  yet  angry  in  the  mimic  scene ; 
Here  artful  birds,  which  blooming  arbours  show. 
Seem  to  fly  higher  whilst  they  upward  grow ; 
From  the  same  leaves  both  arms  and  warriors  rise. 
And  every  bough  a  ditterent  charm  supplies. 

So  when  our  world  the  great  Creator  made. 
And  unadorn'd  the  sluggish  Chaos  laid, 
Horror  and  Beauty  own'd  their  sire  the  same. 
And  Form  itself  from  Parent- Matter  came; 
That  lumpish  mass  alone  was  source  of  all. 
And  bards  and  themes  had  one  original. 

In  vain  the  groves  demand  my  longer  stay. 
The  gentle  Isis  wafts  the  Muse  away. 
With  ease  the  river  guides  her  wandering  stream. 
And  hastes  to  mingle  with  uxorious  Thame  ; 

'^  Letters  from  Italy,  by  Mr.  Addison. 
'^  The  Physic  garden  at  Oxford.     This   hint  was  happily 
taken  up  in  1713  by  Dr.  Cvans. 
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Attemptinf?  poets  on  her  hanks  lif  down, 
And  (juaff,  inspired,  tin;  \n-tU.v  Helicon; 
Harmonious  strains  adorn  their  various  themes, 
Sweet  as  the  banks  and  tiowina;  as  the  streams. 

Bless'd  we,  whom  bounteous  Fortune  here  has 
thrown, 
And  made  the  various  blessings  all  our  own! 
Nor  crowns  nor  globes,  the  pageantry  of  state, 
Upon  our  humble,  easy  slumbers  wait ; 
Nor  aught  that  is  Ambition's  lofty  theme 
Disturbs  our  sleep,  and  gilds  the  gaudy  dream. 
Touch'd  by  no  ills  which  vex  the'  unhappy  great. 
We  only  read  the  changes  in  the  state  ; 
Triumphant  Marlborough's  arms  at  distance  hear, 
And  learn  from  Fame  the  rough  events  of  war ; 
With  pointed  rhymes  the  Gallic  tyrant  pierce, 
And  make  the  cannon  thunder  in  our  verse. 

See  how  the  matchless  youth  their  hours  improve, 
And  in  the  glorious  way  to  knowledge  move  ! 
Eager  for  fame,  prevent  the  rising  sun. 
And  watch  the  midnight  labours  of  the  moon. 
Not  tender  years  their  bold  attemi)ts  restrain 
Who  leave  dull  Time,  and  hasten  into  men  ; 
Pure  to  the  soul  and  pleasing  to  the  eyes, 
Like  angels  youthful,  and  like  angels  wise. 

Some  learn  the  mighty  deeds  of  ages  gone. 
And  by  the  lives  of  heroes  form  their  own; 
Nor  view  the  Granic  choked  with  heaps  of  slain. 
And  warring  worlds  on  the  Pharsalian  plain  ; 
Now  hear  the  trumi)ets  clangor  from  afar, 
And  all  the  dreadfid  harmony  of  war ; 
Now  trace  those  secret  tricks  that  lost  a  state, 
And  search  the  fine-spun  arts  that  made  it  great; 
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Correct  those  errors  (hat  its  ruin  bred, 

And  bid  some  long-lost  empire  rear  its  ancient  head. 

Others,  to  whom  persuasive  arts  belong, 
(Words  in  their  looks  and  music  on  their  tongue) 
Instructed  by  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Learn  richly  to  adorn  their  native  home ; 
Whilst  listeningcrowds  confess  the  sweet  surprise, 
W^ith  pleasure  in  their  breasts  and  wonder  in  their 
eyes. 

Here  curious  minds  the  latent  seed  disclose. 
And  Nature's  darkest  labyrinths  expose  ; 
W  hilst  greater  souls  the  distant  worlds  desciy, 
Pierce  to  the'  outstretch'd  borders  of  the  sky. 
Enlarge  the  searching  mind,  and  broad  expand 
the  eye. 

O  you,  whose  rising  years  so  great  began. 
In  whose  bright  youth  I  read  the  shining  man, 
O  Lonsdale '.  know  what  noblest  minds  approve. 
The  thoughts  they  cherish  and  the  arts  they  love; 
Let  these  examples  your  young  bosom  lire, 
And  bid  your  soul  to  boundless  height  aspire. 
Methinks  I  see  you  in  our  shades  retired. 
Alike  admiring  and  by  all  admired: 
Your  eloquence  now  charms  my  ravish'd  ear. 
Which  future  senates  shall  transported  hear ; 
Now  mournful  verse  inspires  a  pleasing  woe. 
And  now  your  checks  with  warlike  fury  glow ; 
Whilst  on  the  paper  fancied  fields  appear. 
And  prospects  of  imaginary  war. 
Your  martial  soul  sees  Hochstet's  fatal  plain. 
Or  fights  the  famed  Ramillia  o'er  again. 

But  1  in  vain  these  lofty  names  rehearse, 
Above  the  faint  attempts  of  humble  verse, 
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Which  Garth  should  in  immortal  strains  design, 
Or  Addison  exalt  with  warmth  divine  : 
A  meaner  song  my  tender  voice  requires, 
And  fainter  lays  confess  the  fainter  fires ; 
By  Nature  fitted  for  an  humble  theme, 
A  painted  prospect,  or  a  murmuring  stream; 
To  tune  a  vulgar  note  in  Echo's  praise. 
Whilst  Kcho's  self  resounds  the  flattering  lays; 
Or,  whilst  I  tell  how  Myra's  charms  surprise, 
Paint  roses  on  her  cheeks  and  suns  within  her  eyes. 

O  !  did  proportion'd  height  to  me  belong, 
(ireat  Anna's  name  should  grace  the'  ambitious 

song; 
Illustrious  dames  should  round  their  queen  resort, 
And  Lonsdahi's  mother  crown  the  splendid  court; 
Her  noble  son  should  boast  no  vulgar  phice, 
But  share  the  ancient  honours  of  his  race. 
Whilst  each  fair  daughter's  face  and  conquering 
To  Venus  only  should  submit  the  prize.        [eyes 
O  matchless  beauties,  more  than  heavenly  fair. 
Your  looks  resistless  and  divine  your  air ! 
Let  your  bright  eyes  their  bounteous  beams  diffuse, 
And  no  fond  bard  shall  ask  an  useless  Muse ; 
Their  kindling  rays  excite  a  nol>le  fire, 
Give  beauty  to  the  song,  and  music  to  the  lyre. 

Tliis  charming  theme  I  ever  could  pursue, 
And  think  the  inspiration  ever  new. 
Did  not  the  god  my  wandering  pen  restrain. 
And  bring  me  to  his  Oxford  l)ack  again. 

Oxford !  the  goddess  Muse's  native  home. 
Inspired  like  Athens  and  adornVl  like  Rome, 
Had'st  thou  of  old  been  learnings  famed  retreat, 
And  pagan  Muses  chose  thy  lovely  seat. 
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O  how  unbounded  had  the  fiction  been ! 

"NA' liat  fancied  visions  had  adorn'd  the  scene ! 

Upon  each  hill  a  silvan  Pan  had  stood, 

And  every  thicket  boasted  of  a  god  ; 

Satyrs  had  frisk'd  in  each  poetic  grove. 

And  not  a  stream  without  its  Nymphs  could  move  ; 

Each  summit  had  the  train  of  Muses  show'd. 

And  Hippocrene  in  every  fountain  iiow'd: 

The  tales,  adorn'd  with  each  poetic  grace. 

Had  look'd  almost  as  charming  as  the  place. 

Even  now  we  hear  the  world  with  transports  own 
Those  fictions  by  more  wondrous  truths  outdone. 
Here  pure  Eusebia  keeps  her  holy  seat. 
And  Themis  smiles  from  Heaven  on  this  retreat; 
Our  chaster  Graces  own  refined  desires. 
And  all  our  Muses  burn  with  vestal  fires ; 
Whilst  guardian  angels  our  ApoUos  stand, 
Scattering  rich  favours  with  a  bounteous  hand. 
To  bless  the  happy  air  and  sanctify  the  land. 

O  pleasing  shades  !  O  ever  green  retreats  ! 
Ye  learned  grottos  and  ye  sacred  seats ! 
Never  may  you  politer  arts  refuse, 
But  entertain  in  peace  the  bashful  Muse ! 
So  may  you  be  kind  Heaven's  distinguish'd  care. 
And  may  your  fame  be  lasting  as  'tis  fair ! 
Let  greater  bards  on  famed  Parnassus  dream. 
Or  taste  the'  inspiring  Heliconian  stream  ; 
Yet,  whilst  our  Oxford  is  the  bless'd  abode 
Of  every  Muse  and  every  tuneful  god, 
Parnassus  owns  its  honours  far  outdone. 
And  Isis  boasts  more  bards  than  Helicon. 

A  thousand  blessings  I  to  Oxford  owe. 
But  you,  my  lord,  the'  inspiring  Muse  bestow  : 
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Graced  with  your  name  tlic' uiipolisli'd  poem  shines ; 
You  guard  its  faults,  and  consecrate  th«;  lines : 
O  !  miiiht  yon  here  meet  my  desiring  eyes, 
My  drooping  song-  to  nobhr  lieigiils  would  rise  ; 
Or  might  I  come  to  breathe  your  northern  air. 
Yet  should  I  find  an  e(|ual  pleasure  there ; 
Your  presence  would  the  harsher  climate  sooth, 
Hush  every  wind  and  every  mountain  smooth  ; 
Would  bill  the  groves  in  springing  pomp  arise, 
And  open  charming  vistas  to  the  eyes ; 
AVould  make  my  tritling  verse  be  heard  around. 
And  sportive  Echo  play  the  empty  sound : 
With  you  1  should  a  better  Phcebus  tind. 
And  own  in  you  alone  the  charms  of  Oxford  join'd. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


THOUGHTS, 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE  SIGHT  OF   AN  ORIGINAL  PICTURE 
OF  KING  CHARLES  I. 

TAKEN  AT  THE  TIME  OF  HIS  TRIAL. 

INSCRIBED  TO  GEORGE  CLARKE,  ESQ. 


Aninium  pictnra  pascit  inani 

Multa  gemens,  largoque  humectat  flumiae  valtum. 

ViRG. 


Can  this  be  he !  could  Charles,  the  good,  the  great, 
Be  sunk  by  Heaven  to  such  a  dismal  state! 
How  meagre,  pale,  neglected,  worn  with  care  ! 
What  steady  sadness  and  august  despair ! 
In  those  sunk  eyes  the  grief  of  years  I  trace. 
And  sorrow  seems  acquainted  with  that  face. 
Tears,  which  his  heart  disdain'd,  from  me  o'erflow. 
Thus  to  survey  God's  substitute  below. 
In  solemn  anguish  and  majestic  woe ! 

When  spoil'd  of  empire  by  unhallow'd  hands. 
Sold  by  his  slaves,  and  held  in  impious  bands ; 
Rent  from  what  oft  had  sweeten'd  anxious  life, 
His  helpless  children  and  his  bosom  wife ; 
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Doom'd,  ft)r  tho  faith,  ph  beiaii  raj^e  to  stand, 
And  full  a  victitn  for  tin;  ^uiity  land; 
AVhcii  thus  was  sci'ii,  aljaiidoiid  and  forlorn, 
The  King-,  the  Father,  and  the  Saint  to  rnourn ! — 
How  couldst  thou,  artist!  then  thy  skill  display? 
Thy  steady  hands  thy  savage  heart  betray; 
Near  thy  bold  work  the  stunn'd  spectators  faint, 
Nor  see  unmoved,  what  thou    unmoved  couldst 

paint ; 
\Vhat  brings  to  mind  each  various  scene  of  woe. 
The'  insulting  judge,  the  solemn  mocking  show, 
The  horrid  sentence,  and  accursed  blow ! 

VV  iiere  then,  just  Heaven!    was  thy  unactive 
hand, 
Thy  idle  thunder,  and  thy  lingering  brand! 
Thy  adamantine  shield,  thy  angel  wings, 
And  the  great  genii  of  auointetl  kings  ! 
Treason  and  Fraud  shall  thus  the  stars  regard. 
And  injured  Virtue  meet  this  sad  reward  ? 
So  sad  none  like  can  Time's  old  records  tell. 
Though  Ponipey  bled,  and  poor  Darius  fell. 
All  names  but  one  too  low — that  one  too  high  : 
All  parallels  are  wrongs,  or  blasphemy. 

O  Power  supreme !  how  secret  are  thy  ways ! 
Yet  man,  vain  man  !  would  trace  the  mystic  maze ; 
With  foolish  wisdom  arguing,  charge  his  God, 
His  balance  hold,  and  guide  his  angry  rod ; 
New  mould  the  spheres,  and  mend  the  sky's  design, 
And  sound  the'immense  with  his  short  scanty  line. 
Do  thou,  my  soul!  the  destined  period  wait 
W  hen  (iod  shall  solve  the  dark  decrees  of  Fate, 
His  now  unequal  dispensations  clear. 
And  make  all  wise  and  beautiful  appear, 
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When  suffering  saints  aloft  in  beams  shall  glow. 
And  prosperous  traitors  gnash  their  teeth  below. 

Such  boding  thoughts  did  guilty  conscience  dart, 
A  pledge  of  hell  to  dying  Cromwell's  heart: 
Then  this  pale  Image  seem'd  to'  invade  his  room. 
Gazed  him  to  stone,  and  warn'd  him  to  the  tomb  ; 
While  thunders  roll  and  nimble  lightnings  play, 
And  the  storm  wings  his  spotted  soul  away. 

A  blast  more  bounteous  ne'er  did  Heaven  com- 
mand 
To  scatter  blessings  o'er  the  British  land  : 
Notthatmore  kind  which  dash'd  the  pride  of  Spain, 
And  M-hirl'd  her  crush'd  Armada  round  the  main ; 
Not  those  more  kind   which  guide  our  floating 

towers, 
Waft  gums  and  gold,  and  made  far  India  ours  ; 
That  only  kinder  which  to  Britain's  shore 
Did  mitres,  crowns,  and  Stuart's  race  restore, 
Renew'd  the  church,  reversed  the  kingdom's  doom. 
And  brought  with  Charles  an  Anna  yet  to  come. 

O  Clarke  !  to  whom  a  Stuart  trusts  her  reign 
O'er  Albion's  fleets,  and  delegates  the  main. 
Dear  as  the  faith  thy  loyal  heart  hath  sworn 
Transmit  this  piece  to  ages  yet  unborn  : 
This  sight  shall  damp  the  raging  ruffian's  breast, 
The  poison  spill,  and  half-drawn  sword  arrest ; 
To  soft  compassion  stubborn  traitors  bend. 
And  one  destroy'd,  a  thousand  kings  defend. 
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Dona  cano  dlviim,  hc-tas  veitnnUhus  artes, 
Auspicio,  Diana,  tuo.  Gratics. 


Horses  and  hounds,  their  care,  their  various  race, 
The  numerous  boasts  that  range  the  rural  chase. 
The  huntsman's  chosen  scenes,  his  friendly  stars, 
The  laws  and  glory  of  the  silvan  wars, 
I  first  in  British  verse  presume  to  raise, 
A  venturous  rival  of  the  Roman  praise. 
Let  me,  chaste  queen  of  woods  !  thy  aid  obtain. 
Bring  here  thy  light-foot  nymphs  and   sprightly 

train. 
If  oft  o'er  lawns  thy  care  prevents  the  day. 
To  rouse  the  foe  and  |)ress  the  bounding  prey. 
Woo  thine  own  Ph(jebus  in  the  task  to  join, 
And  grant  me  genius  for  the  bold  design. 
In  this  soft  shade  O  sooth  the  warrior's  fire. 
And  fit  his  bow-string  to  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  teach,  while  thus  their  arts  and  arms  we  sing. 
The  groves  to  echo  and  the  vales  to  ring ! 


Thy  care  be  first  the  various  gifts  to  trace, 
The  minds  and  genius  of  the  latrant  race. 
In  powers  distinct  the  different  clans  excel, 
In  sight,  or  swiftness,  or  sagacious  smell. 
By  wiles  ungenerous  some  surprise  the  prey, 
And  some  by  courage  win  the  doubtful  day. 
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Seest  thou  the  gaze-hound,  how  with  glance  severe. 
From  the  close  herd  he  marks  the  destined  deer; 
How  every  nerve  the  greyhound's  stretch  displays, 
The  hare  preventing  in  her  airy  maze  ; 
Tiie  luckless  j»rey  how  treacherous  tumblers  gain. 
And  dauntless  Avolf-dogs  shake  the  lion's  mane : 
O'er  all,  the  blood-hound  boasts  superior  skill 
To  scent,  to  view,  to  turn,  and  boldly  kill ! 
His  fellows'  vain  alarms  rejects  with  scorn, 
True  to  the  master's  voice  and  learned  horn : 
His  nostrils  oft,  if  ancient  fame  sing  true. 
Trace  the  sly  felon  through  the  tainted  dew  ; 
Once  snuff'd,  he  follows  with  unalter'd  aim, 
Nor  odours  lure  him  from  the  chosen  game  ; 
Dcep-mouth'd  he  thunders,  and  intlamed  he  views, 
Springs  on  relentless,  and  to  death  pursues. 

Some  hounds  of  manners  vile,  (nor  less  we  find 
Of  fops  in  hounds  than  in  the  reasoning  kind) 
Puff'd  with  conceit,  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain. 
And  from  the  scent  divert  the  wiser  train ; 
For  the  foe's  footsteps  fondly  snutf  their  own. 
And  mar  the  music  with  their  senseless  tone  ; 
Start  at  the  starting  prey  or  rustling  wind. 
And  hot  at  first,  inglorious  lag  behind  ; 
A  sauntering  tribe  !   may  such  my  foes  disgrace  ! 
Give  me,  ye  gods  !  to  breed  the  jujbler  race  ; 
Nor  grieve  thou  to  attend  while  truths  unknown 
1  sing,  and  make  Athenian  arts  our  own. 

Dost  thou  in  hounds  aspire  to  deathless  fame  ? 
Learn  well  their  hneagc  and  their  ancient  stem: 
Each  tribe  with  joy  old  rustic  heralds  trace. 
And  sing  the  chosen  worthies  of  their  race  ! 
How  his  sire's  features  in  the  son  were  spied 
When  Di  was  made  the  vigorous  llingwood's  bride: 
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Less  sure  thick  lips  tlie  fate  of  Austria  doom. 
Or  eagle  noses  ruled  alniiiility  Kouie. 

Good  shape  to  various  kinds  old  bards  confine; 
Some  praise  the  Greek  and  some  the  Roman  line: 
And  dogs  to  beauty  make  as  differing  claims 
As  Albion's  nymi)lis  and  India's  jetty  dames. 
Immense  to  name  their  lands,  to  mark  their  bounds, 
And  paint  the  thousand  families  of  hoimds  ! 
First  count  the  sands,  the  drops  where  oceans  How, 
Or  Gauls  by  Marlborough  sent  to  shades  below. 
The  task  be  mine  to  teach  Britannia's  swains, 
My  much-loved  country  and  my  native  plains. 

Such  be  the  dog  1  charge  thou  mean'st  to  train; 
His  back  is  crooked  and  his  belly  plain, 
Of  fillet  stretch'd,  and  huge  of  haunch  behind, 
A  tapering  tail  that  nimbly  cuts  the  wind, 
Truss'd  thigh,  straight  hanim'd,  and  fox-like  form'd 

his  paw, 
Large  legg'd,  drj'  soled,  and  of  protended  claw; 
His  flat  wide  nostrils  snuft'  the  savoury  steam, 
And  from  his  eyes  he  shoots  pernicious  gleam ; 
Middling  his  head,  and  prone  to  earth  his  view. 
With  ears  and  chest  that  dash  the  morning  dew : 
He  best  to  stem  the  flood,  to  leap  the  bound. 
And  charm  the  dryads  with  his  voice  profound ; 
To  pay  large  tribute  to  his  weary  lord, 
xVnd  crown  the  silvan  hero's  plenteous  board. 

The  matron  bitch  whose  wondj  shall  best  produce 
The  hopes  and  fortune  of  the'  illuslrious  house, 
Derived  from  noble  but  from  foreign  seed, 
For  various  nature  loaths  incestuous  breed. 
Is  hke  the  sire  throughout :  nor  yet  displease 
Large  flanks  and  ribs,  to  give  the  teenier  ease. 

r2 
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In  spring  let  loose  thy  pairs ;  then  all  things  prove 
The  stings  of  pleasure  and  the  pangs  of  love ; 
Etherial  Jove  then  glacis  with  genial  showers 
Earth's  mighty  womb,  and  strews  her  lap  with 

ilowers  ; 
Hence  juices  mount,  and  buds  embolden'd  try 
More  kindly  breezes  and  a  softer  sky. 
Kind  Venus  revels.     Hark  !  on  every  bough 
In  lulling  strains  the  feather'd  warblers  woo; 
Fell  tigers  soften  in  the'  infectious  flames, 
And  lions,  fawning,  court  their  brinded  dames. 
Great  love  pervades  the  deep  :  to  please  his  mate 
The  whale  in  gambols  moves  his  monstrous  weight; 
Heaved  by  his  wayward  mirth  old  Ocean  roars, 
And  scatter'd  navies  bulge  on  distant  shores. 

All  Nature  smiles.   Come  now,  nor  fear,  my  love! 
To  taste  the  odours  of  the  woodbine  grove. 
To  pass  the  evening  glooms  in  harndess  play. 
And,  sweetly  swearing,  languish  life  away. 
An  altar  bound  with  recent  Ilowers  I  rear 
To  thee,  best  season  of  the  various  year  ! 
All  hail !  such  days  in  beauteous  order  ran. 
So  swift,  so  sweet,  when  tirst  the  world  began  ; 
In  Eden's  bowers  when  man's  great  sire  assign'd 
The  names  and  natures  of  tlie  brutal  kind ; 
Then  lamb  and  lion  friendly  walk'd  their  round, 
And  hares,  undaunted,  lick'd  the  fondling  hound  ; 
Wondrous  to  tell !  but  when  with  luckless  hand 
Our  daring  mother  broke  the  sole  command, 
TIjen  want  and  envy  brought  their  meagre  train, 
Then  wrath  came  down,  and  Death  had  leave  to 

reign ; 
Hence  foxes  eartli'd,  and  wolves  abhorr'd  the  day, 
And  hungry  churls  ensnared  the  nightly  prey  ; 
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Kudo  arts  at  first,  but  witty  A\'ant  refined 

The  hiintsniairs  wiles,  and  Famine  lorni'd  the  mind. 

Bold  Nimrod  first  the  Hon's  trophies  wore. 
The  panther  boiinil,  and  lanced  tlie  bristlinjj;  boar: 
He  taught  to  tuiii  the  hare,  to  l)ay  the  deer. 
And  wheel  the  courser  in  his  mid  career. 
Ah  I  had  he  there  restrain'd  his  tyrant  han<l ! 
Let  me,  ye  Powers!  an  humbler  wreath  demand  : 
No  pomp  I  ask  which  crowns  and  sceptres  yield, 
Nor  dangerous  laurels  in  the  dusty  field  ; 
Fast  by  the  forest  and  the  lini[)id  spring- 
Give  me  the  warl'are  ot"  tlie  woods  to  sing', 
To  breed  my  whelps  and  healtlitui  press  the  game, 
A  mean,  inglorious,  but  a  guiltless  name. 

And  now  thy  female  bears  in  ample  womb 
The  bane  of  hares,  and  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
No  sport  I  ween,  nor  blast  of  sprightly  horn. 
Should  tempt  me  tin  n  to  hurt  the  whelps  unborn, 
[^nlock'd  in  covers  let  her  freely  run 
"^J'o  range  thy  courts,  and  bask  before  the  sun. 
Near  tl»y  full  table  let  the  favourite  stand, 
Stroked  by  thy  son's  or  blooming  daughter's  hand. 
Caress,  indulge,  by  arts  the  matron  bribe. 
To'  improve  her  breed  and  teem  a  vigorous  tribe. 

So,  if  small  things  may  be  compared  with  great. 
And  Nature's  works  the  Muse's  imitate. 
So  stretch'd  in  shades  and  lulld  by  murmuring 

streams, 
Great  Maro's  breast  received  the  heavenly  dreams, 
llecluse,  serene,  the  musing  prophet  lay 
Till  thoughts  in  embryo  ripening  burst  their  way. 
Hence  bees  in  state  and  foaming  coursers  come, 
Heroes  and  gods,  and  walls  of  lofty  Rome. 
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THE 

FATAL  CURIOSITY. 

Much  had  I  heard  of  fair  Francehas  name. 
The  lavish  praises  of  the  babbler  Fame ; 
I  thought  them  such,  and  went  prepared  to  pry 
And  trace  the  charmer  with  a  critic's  eye. 
Resolved  to  find  some  fault  before  unspied. 
And  disappointed  if  but  satisfied. 

Love  pierced  the  vassal  heart  that  durst  rebel. 
And  where  a  judge  was  meant,  a  victim  fell. 
On  those  dear  eyes,  with  sweet  perdition  gay, 
I  gazed  at  once  my  pride  and  soul  away ; 
All  o'er  I  felt  the  luscious  poison  run. 
And  in  a  look  the  hasty  conquest  won. 

Thus  the  fond  moth  around  the  taper  plays. 
And  sports  and  flutters  near  the  treacherous  blaze; 
Ravish'd  with  joy  he  wings  his  eager  flight. 
Nor  dreams  of  ruin  in  so  clear  a  light ; 
He  tempts  his  fate  and  courts  a  glorious  doom, 
A  bright  destruction  and  a  shining  tomb. 
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THERSITES;  or,  THE  LORDLING; 

THE  GRANDSON  OF  A  BRICKLAYKR — GREAT-GRANDSON 
OF  A  lil'TCHER. 

Thersites,  of  anipliibious  breed. 
Motley  fruit  of  mongrel  seed, 
By  the  dam  from  loiilliiics  sprung, 
By  the  sire  cxluiled  from  dung  : 
Think  on  every  vice  in  both ; 
Look  on  him,  and  sec  the  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  side, 
rill'd  with  falsehood,  spleen,  and  pride. 
Positive  and  overbearing, 
Changing  still,  and  still  adhering, 
Spiteful,  peevish,  rude,  untoward. 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward : 
When  his  friends  he  most  is  hard  on. 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon ; 
Reputation  ever  ti'aring, 
Ever  dearest  friendship  swearing ; 
Judgment  weak  and  passion  strong, 
Always  various,  alw  ays  wrong ; 
Provocation  never  waits 
Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hates  ; 
Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head. 
Wishes  it  were  all  unsaid. 

Let  me  now  the  vices  trace 
From  his  fathers  scoundrel  race, 
Mho  could  give  the  looby  such  airs  ? 
Were  they  masons  i  Were  they  butchers  ? 
Herald,  lend  the  Muse  an  answer. 
From  his  atavus  and  grandsire ; 
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This  was  dexterous  at  his  trowel. 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well : 
Hence  the  greasy  clumsy  mien, 
In  his  dress  and  figure  seen ; 
Hence  that  mean  and  sordid  soul. 
Like  his  body  rank  and  foul ; 
Hence  that  wild  suspicious  peep, 
Like  a  rogue  that  steals  a  sheep ; 
Hence  he  learn'd  the  butcher's  guile. 
How  to  cut  a  throat  and  smile  ; 
Like  a  butcher  doom'd  for  life 
In  his  mouth  to  wear  his  knife ; 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food 
From  his  tenants'  vital  blood. 
Lastly,  let  his  gifts  be  tried, 
Borrow'd  from  the  mason  side. 
Some  perhaps  may  think  him  able 
In  the  state  to  build  a  Babel, 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  station 
To  destroy  the  old  foundation  ; 
True  indeed  1  should  be  gladder, 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladder : 
May  he,  at  his  latter  end, 
Mount  alive  and  dead  descend. 
In  him  tell  me  which  prevail. 
Female  vices  most  or  male  ? 
What  produced  them,  can  you  tell  ? 
Human  race,  or  imp  of  hell  ? — 
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IN  PRAISE  OF 

THE  HOUN-BOOK. 

WRITTEN  UNDER  A  FIT  OF  THE  GOUT. 


Magiii  magna  patrant,  nos  iion  nisi  ludicra- 
Podagra  Iixc  otia  fecit.' 


Hail,  ancient  Book!  most  venerable  code! 
Learning's  first  cradle  and  its  last  abode! 
The  huge  unnumber'd  volumes  which  we  see. 
By  lazy  plagiaries  are  stolen  from  thee  ; 
Yet  future  times  to  thy  sulhcient  store 
Shall  ne'er  presume  to  add  one  letter  more. 

Thee  will  I  sing  in  comely  wainscot  bound, 
And  golden  verge  enclosing  thee  around. 
The  faithful  Horn  before,  from  age  to  age 
Preserving  thy  invaluable  page  ; 
Behind  thy  patron  saint  in  armour  shines, 
"With  sword  and  lance  to  guard  thy  sacred  lines 
Beneath  his  courser's  feet  the  dragon  lies 
Transfix'd  ;  his  blood  thy  scarlet  cover  dies  ; 
The'  instructive  handle  's  at  the  bottom  fix'd. 
Lest  wrangling  critics  should  pervert  the  text. 

Or  if  to  gingerbread  thou  shall  descend, 
And  liquorish  learning  to  thy  babes  extend  ; 
Or  sugar'd  plane,  o'erspread  with  beaten  gold, 
Does  the  sweet  treasure  of  thy  letters  hold. 
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Thou  stiH  shalt  be  my  song — Apollo's  choir 
1  scorn  to'  invoke  ;  Cadmus  !  my  verse  inspire  : 
'Twas  Cadmus  who  the  first  materials  brought 
Of  all  the  learning  which  has  since  been  taught. 
Soon  made  complete!  for  mortals  ne'er  shall  know. 
More  than  contain'd  of  old  the  Christ-cross  row ; 
What  masters  dictate,  or  what  doctors  preach, 
Wise  matrons  hence  e'en  to  our  children  teach. 
But  as  the  name  of  every  plant  and  flower 
(So  common  that  each  peasant  knows  its  power) 
Physicians  in  mysterious  cant  express 
To'  amuse  the  patient,  and  enhance  their  fees. 
So,  from  the  letters  of  our  native  tongue 
Put  in  Greek  scrawls,  a  mystery  too  is  sprung ; 
Schools  are  erected,  puzzling  grammars  made. 
And  artful  men  strike  out  a  gainful  trade  ; 
Strange  characters  adorn  the  learned  gate. 
And  heedless  youth  catch  at  the  shining  bait; 
The  pregnant  boys  the  noisy  charms  declare. 
And  Taus  and  Deltas'  make  their  mothers  stare  ; 
The'  uncommon  sounds  amaze  the  vulgar  ear. 
And  what's  uncommon  never  costs  too  dear; 
Yet  in  all  tongues  the  Horn-book  is  the  same. 
Taught  by  the  Grecian  master  or  the  English  dame. 

But  how  shall  I  thy  endless  virtues  tell 
In  which  thou  dost  all  other  books  excel? 
No  greasy  thumbs  thy  spotless  leaf  can  soil. 
Nor  crooked  dogs-ears  thy  smooth  corners  spoil ; 
In  idle  pages  no  errata  stand 
To  tell  the  blunders  of  the  printer's  hand  ; 
No  fulsome  dedication  here  is  writ, 
Nor  flattering  verse,  to  praise  the  author's  wit ; 

'  The  Greek  letters  T,  A. 
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The  margin  with  no  tedious  riotts  is  vex'cl, 
Nor  various  rfadintvs  to  comI'ouiuI  the  text; 
All  parties  in  thy  literal  sense  agree, 
Thou  pert'eet  centre  of  concordancy  ! 
Search  we  the  records  ot  an  ancient  date, 
Or  read  what  modern  histories  relate. 
They  all  proclaim  what  wonders  have  been  done 
By  the  plain  letters  taken  as  they  run  ; 
*  Too  high  the  Hoods  of  passion  used  to  roll. 
And  rend  the  Roman  youth's  impatient  soul ; 
His  hasty  anger  furnishtl  scenes  of  blood, 
And  frequent  deaths  of  worthy  men  ensued  ; 
In  vain  w  ere  all  the  weaker  methods  tried. 
None  could  suffice  to  stem  the  furious  tide  ; 
Thy  sacred  line  he  did  but  once  repeat^, 
And  laid  the  storm,  and  cool'd  the  raging  heat.' 

Thy  heavenly  notes  like  angels'  music  cheer 
Departing  souls,  and  sooth  the  dying  ear. 
An  aged  peasant,  on  his  latest  bed, 
"Wish'd  for  a  friend  some  godly  book  to  read ; 
The  pious  grandson  thy  known  handle  takes, 
And  (eyes  lift  up)  this  savoury  lecture  makes. 
Great  A  he  gravely  read  ;  the'  important  sound 
The  empty  walls  and  hollow  roof  rebound  : 
The'  expiring  ancient  rear'd  his  drooping  head. 
And  thank'd  his  stars  that  Ilodge  had  learn'd  to 

read. 
Great  B,  the  younker  bawls;  '  O  heavenly  breath  ! 
What  ghostly  comforts  in  the  hour  of  death  ! 

^  The  advice  given  to  Augustus  Iiy  the  Stoic  philosopher 
Athenodorus,  who  desired  the  emperor  neither  to  say  nor  to 
do  any  thing  till  he  had  first  said  over  the  al[ihabet,  as  the 
observance  of  this  rule  would  moderate  his  passion,  and  pre- 
vent rash  words  and  actions. 

22.  s 
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What  hopes  I  feel !'  Great  C,  pronounced  the  boy ! 
The  grandsire  dies  with  ecstasy  of  joy. 

Yet  in  some  lands  such  ignorance  abounds. 
Whole  parishes  scarce  know  thy  useful  sounds  : 
Of  Essex-Hundreds  Tame  gives  this  report. 
But  Fame,  I  ween,  says  many  things  in  sport : 
Scarce  lives  the  man  to  whom  thou'rtquite  unknown, 
Though  few  the'  extent  of  thy  vast  empire  own. 
Whatever  wonders  magic  spells  can  do 
On  earth,  in  air,  in  sea,  in  shades  below ; 
What  words,  profound  and  dark,  Mahomet  spoke 
When  his  old  cow  an  angel's  figure  took ; 
What  strong  enchantments  sage  Canidia  knew. 
Or  Horace  sung  fierce  monsters  to  subdue, 

0  mighty  Book  !  are  all  contained  in  you  : 
All  human  arts  and  eveiy  science  meet 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  single  sheet : 

From  thy  vast  roof  all  Learning's  branches  grov/. 
And  all  her  streams  from  thy  deep  fountain  flow. 
And  lo  !  while  thus  thy  wonders  I  indite. 
Inspired  I  feel  the  power  of  which  1  write  ; 
The  gentler  gout  his  former  rage  forgets. 
Less  frequent  now  and  less  severe  the  fits  ; 
Loose  grow  the  chains  which  bound  my  useless  feet, 
Stiffness  and  pain  from  every  joint  retreat. 
Surprising  strength  comes  every  moment  on  ; 

1  stand,  I  step,  I  walk,  and  now  I  run. 
Here  let  me  cease,  my  hobbling  numbers  stop, 
And  at  thy  handle^  hang  my  crutches  up. 

3  Votiva  Tabula.      HoR. 
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ON 

QUEEN  CAROLINE'S 

KEUtlLniNG  THK  LODGINGS  OY  THE  ULACK  I'RINCE  AND 
HENRY  V.  AT  QUEEN'S  COLLEGE,  OXIORD. 

Where  bold  and  graceful  soars,  secure  of  fame. 
The  pilr  now  worthy  groat  Philippa's  name, 
Mark  that  old  ruin,  gotliic  and  uncouth, 
Where  the  black  Edward   pass'd  his  beardless 
And  the  fifth  Henry,  for  his  first  renown,  [youth, 
Outstripj)\l  each  rival  in  a  student's  gown. 

In  that  coarse  age  were  princes  fond  to  dwell 
With  meagre  monks,  and  haunt  the  silent  cell. 
Sent  from  the  iMonarch's  to  the  IM uses'  court, 
Theirmeals  were  frugal,  and  their  sleeps  were  short; 
To  couch  at  curfew  time  they  thought  no  scorn. 
And  froze  at  matins  every  winter  morn  ; 
They  read  on  early  book  the  stariy  frame. 
And  lisp'd  each  constellation  by  its  name, 
Art  after  art  still  dawning  to  their  view. 
And  their  mind  opening  as  their  stature  grew. 

Yet  whose  ripe  manhood  spread  our  fame  so  far. 
Sages  in  peace  and  demigods  in  war  ! 
Who  stern  in  fight  made  echoing  Cressy  ring. 
And,  mild  in  conquest,  served  his  captive  king ; 
Who  gain'd  at  Agincourt  the  victor's  bays. 
Nor  took  himself,  but  gave  good  Heaven  the  praise? 
Thy  nurslings,  ancient  dome  !  to  virtue  form'd. 
To  mercy  listening  w  hilst  in  fields  they  storm'd ; 
Fierce  to  the  fierce,  and  warm  the'  oppress'dto  save. 
Through  life  revered,  and  worshijj'd  in  the  grave. 
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Ill  tenfold  pride  their  mouldering- roofs  shall  shine, 
The  stately  work  of  bounteous  Caroline ; 
And  bloss'd  Philippa,  with  uiienvious  eyes, 
From  Heaven  behold  her  rivals  fabric  rise. 
If  still,  bright  saint!    this  spot  deserves  thy  care. 
Incline  thee  to  the'  ambitious  Muses'  prayer  ; 
Ocould'stthou  win  young:  William's  bloom  to  grace 
His  mother's  walls,  and  fill  thy  Edward's  place. 
How  would  that  genius,  whose  propitious  wings 
Have  here  twice  hover'd  o'er  the  sons  of  kings. 
Descend  triumphant  to  his  ancient  seat, 
,  And  take  in  charge  a  third  Plantagenet! 


ON  THE  DEATH  OP 

THE  EARL  OF  CADOGAN. 

Of  Marlborough's  captains  and  Eugenio's  friends 
The  last,  Cadogan,  to  the  grave  descends,   [sprung. 
Low  lies   each   hand   whence   Blenheim's   glory 
The  chiefs  who  conquer'd  and  the  bards  who  sung. 
From  his  cold  corse  though  every  friend  be  fled, 
Lo!  Envy  waits,  that  lover  of  the  dead. 
Thus  did  she  feign  o'er  Nassau's  hearse  to  mourn. 
Thus  wept  insidious,  Churchill!  o'er  thy  urn. 
To  blast  the  living  gave  the  dead  their  due. 
And  wreaths  herself  had  tainted,  trim'd  anew. 
Thou  yet  unnamed  to  fill  his  empty  place. 
And  lead  to  war  thy  country's  growing  race. 
Take  every  wish  a  I5ritish  heart  can  frame. 
Add  palm  to  palm  and  rise  from  fame  to  fame! 

An  hour  must  come  when  thou  shalt  hear  with 
Thyself  traduced,  and  curse  a  thankless  age :  [rage 
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\or  yet  for  tins  (Incline  the  generous  strife  ; 
I'hese  ills,  brave  man !  shall  <|uit  thee  with  thy  life: 
Alive  though  stain'd  by  every  abject  slave, 
Secure  of  fanie  anil  justice  in  the  grave. 
Ah !  no — when  once  the  mortal  yields  to  Tate 
The  blast  of  J-'amc's  sweet  trumpet  sounds  too  late, 
Too  late  to  stay  the  spirit  on  its  Hight, 
Or  sooth  the  new  inhabitant  of  light ; 
Who  hears  regardless,  while  fond  man  distress'd, 
Hangs  on  the  absent  and  laments  the  bicss'd. 
Farewell  then  Tame!  ill  sought  through  fields 
of  blood, 
Farewell,  unfaithful  promiser  of  good! 
Thou  music,  warbling  to  the  deafen'd  ear ! 
Thou  incense  wasted  on  the  funeral  bier! 
Through  life  pursued  in  vain,  by  death  obtain'd  ; 
When  ask'd,  denied  us;  and  when  given,  disdain'd. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD.       1713. 

What  kings  henceforth  shall  reign,  what  states  be 
Is  fix'd  at  length  by  Annas  just  decree;       [free, 
Whose  brows  the  Muse's  sacred  wreath  shall  fit 
Is  left  to  you,  the  arbiters  of  wit. 
With  beating  hearts  the  rival  poets  wait 
Till  you,  Athenians,  shall  decide  their  fate  ; 
Secure,  when  to  these  learned  seats  they  come. 
Of  equal  judgment  and  impartial  doom. 

Poor  is  the  player's  lame,  whose  whole  renown 
Is  but  the  praise  of  a  capricious  town, 

s  2 
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While  with  mock  majesty  and  fancied  power 

lie  struts  in  robes,  the  monarch  of  an  hour  ! 

Oft  wide  of  nature  must  he  act  a  part, 

Make  love  in  tropes,  in  bombast  break  his  heart ; 

In  turn  and  simile  resign  his  breath, 

And  rhyme  and  quibble  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

We  blush  when  plays  like  these  receive  applause, 

And  laugh  in  secret  at  the  tears  we  cause  ; 

With  honest  scorn  our  own  success  disdain, 

A  worthless  honour  and  inglorious  gain. 

No  tritling-  scenes  at  Oxford  shall  appear; 
Well,  what  we  blush  to  act,  may  you  to  hear. 
To  you  our  famed,  our  standard  plays  we  bring. 
The  work  of  poets  wiiom  you  taught  to  sing : 
Though  crown'd  with  fame  they  dare  not  think  it 
Nor  take  the  laurel  till  bestow'd  by  you.       [due. 
Great  Cato's  self,  the  glory  of  the  stage  ! 
Who  charms,  corrects,  exalts,  and  fires  the  age. 
Begs  here  he  may  be  tried  by  Koman  laws; 
To  you,  O  fathers  !  he  submits  his  cause  : 
He  rests  not  in  the  people's  general  voice 
Till  you,  the  senate,  have  confirmed  his  choice. 

Fine  is  the  secret,  delicate  the  art, 
To  wind  the  passions  and  command  the  heart! 
For  fancied  ills  to  force  our  tears  to  How, 
And  make  the  generous  soul  in  love  with  woe  ; 
To  raise  the  shades  of  heroes  to  our  view. 
Rebuild  fallen  empires,  and  old  time  renew. 
How  hard  the  task!  how  rare  the  godlike  rage ! 
None  should  presume  to  dictate  for  the  stage, 
But  such  as  boast  a  great  extensive  mind, 
Enrich'd  by  Nature  and  by  Art  refined; 
Who fromtheancientstores their  knowledge  bring. 
And  tasted  early  of  the  Muses'  spring. 


COLIN  AND  LUCY.  203 

May  none  pretend  upon  her  throne  to  sit 
Jiut  such  as  sprung  from  you,  are  born  to  wit: 
Chosen  by  the  mob  tlicir  lawhss  chiini  wc  sHght; 
Yours  is  tlie  old  hereditary  right. 


COLIN  AND  lACY. 

A   BALLAD. 

Of  Leinster,  famed  for  maidens  fair 
Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace, 

Nor  e'er  did  l-iliy's  limpid  stream 
Reflect  so  sweet  a  face  ; 

Till  luckless  love  and  pining  care 

Impair'd  her  rosy  hue. 
Her  coral  lips  and  damask  cheeks. 

And  eyes  of  glossy  blue. 

Oh !  have  you  seen  a  lily  pale 

^A'hcn  beating  rains  descend? 
So  droop'd  the  slow-consuming  maid. 

Her  lile  now  near  its  end- 
By  Lucy  warn'd,  of  flattering  swains 

Take  heed,  ye  easy  fair! 
Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows. 

Ye  peijured  swains  beware. 

Three  times  all  in  the  dead  of  night 
A  bell  was  hoard  to  ring. 

And,  shrieking  at  her  window  thrice. 
The  raven  flapped  his  \\  ing. 
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Too  well  the  lovelorn  maiden  knew 

The  solemn  boding  sound, 
And  thus  in  dying  words  bespoke 

The  virgins  weeping  round : 

'  I  hear  a  voice  you  cannot  hear, 
Which  says,  I  must  not  stay  ; 

I  see  a  hand  you  cannot  see. 
Which  beckons  me  away. 

'  By  a  false  heart  and  broken  vows 

In  early  youth  I  die. 
Was  I  to  blame  because  his  bride 

Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 

'  Ah,  Colin  !  give  not  her  thy  vows, 

Vows  due  to  me  alone; 
Nor  thou,  fond  maid!  receive  his  kiss, 

Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 

*  To-morrow  in  the  church  to  wed 

Impatient  both  prepare  ; 
But  know,  fond  maid  !  and  know,  false  man  ! 

That  Luqy  will  be  there. 

'  Then  bear  ray  corse,  my  comrades,  bear, 
This  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet. 

He  in  his  wedding-trim  so  gay, 
I  in  my  winding-sheet.' 

She  spoke  ;  she  died.     Her  corse  was  borne 
The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet, 

He  in  his  wedding-trim  so  gay, 
She  in  her  winding-sheet. 
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Then  what  were  pcrjurVl  CoHu's  thoughts? 

How  were  those  nui)ti;ils  kejit  ? 
The  bridesmen  flockM  roiiud  I>uey  dead, 

And  all  the  villa<;e  wept. 

Confusion,  shame,  remorse,  despair. 

At  once  his  bosom  swell; 
The  damps  of  death  bedew'd  his  brow. 

He  shook,  he  groan'd,  he  fell. 

From  the  vain  bride,  ah !  bri<le  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimson  tied, 
When  stretch'd  before  her  rival's  corse 

She'  saw  her  husband  dead. 

Then  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave 
Convey'd  by  trembling  swains, 

One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  sod, 
Por  ever  he  remains.  ' 

Oft  at  this  grave  the  constant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  seen; 
With  garlands  grey  and  truelove-knots 

They  deck  the  sacred  green. 

But,  swain  forsworn  !  whoe'er  thou  art. 

This  hallow'd  spot  forbear; 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate. 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 
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IMITATION 

OF  THE  PROPHECY  OF  NEREUS. 

FROM  IIOR.  BOOK  III.  ODE  XXV. 


Dicam  iiisij^ne,  recens,  adliuc 

Indicium  ore  alio  :   non  secus  in  jngis 

Ex  somnis  stupet  Evias, 

Hebium  prospiciens,  et  nive  candidam 

Thracen,  ao  pede  barbaro  .^ 

Lastiatain  Rhodopen.  HoR. 


As  Marr  his  round  one  morning  took, 
(Whom  some  call  Earl  and  some  call  Duke) 
And  his  new  brethren  of  the  blade 
Shivering  with  fear  and  frost  survey'd, 
On  Perth's  bleak  hills  he  chanced  to  spy 
An  aged  wizard  six  feet  high. 
With  bristled  hair  and  visage  blighted. 
Wall-eyed,  bare-haunch'd,  and  second-sighted. 

The  grisly  sage  in  thought  profound 
Beheld  the  chief  with  back  so  round. 
Then  roU'd  his  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
O'er  his  paternal  hills  of  snow. 
And  into  these  tremendous  speeches 
Broke  forth  the  prophet  without  breeches : 

'  Into  what  ills  betray'd  by  thee 
This  ancient  kingdom  do  I  see ! 
Her  realms  unpeopled  and  forlorn; 
Wae's  me  !  that  ever  thou  wert  born  ! 
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Proud  Eni>lis]i  loons  (oiii  clans  oVrcome) 
On  Scottish  puds  sliall  anihlc  lionic; 
I  sec  them  dnss\l  in  lionncts  blue, 
(The  spoils  of  tliy  rebellious  crew) 
1  see  the  target  cast  away, 
And  checker'd  plaid  become  their  prey  ; 
The  checkered  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
For  many  a  lass  in  London  town. 

'  In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 
Come  forth  in  all  thy  warlike  geers, 
The  shield,  the  pistol,  dirk,  and  dagger. 
In  which  they  daily  wont  to  swagger, 
And  oft  have  sallied  out  to  pillage 
The  hen-roosts  of  some  peaceful  village, 
Or  while  their  neighbours  were  asleep 
Have  carried  off  a  lowland  sheep. 

*  What  boots  thy  high-born  host  of  beggars, 
Macleans,  Mackenzies,  and  Macgregors, 
"With  popish  cut-throats,  perjured  ruffians, 
And  Forstcr's  troop  of  ragamuffins? 

*  In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy. 
Inflamed  with  bagpipe  and  Mith  brandy. 
Doth  not  bold  Sutherland  the  trusty, 
With  heart  so  true  and  voice  so  rusty, 
(A  loyal  soul !)  thy  troops  affVight, 
While  hoarsely  he  demands  the  fight  ? 
Dost  thou  not  generous  Hay  dread. 
The  bravest  hand,  the  wisest  head  ? 
Undaunted  dost  thou  hear  the'  alarms 
Of  hoary  Athol  sheath'd  in  arms? 

*  Douglas,  who  draws  his  lineage  down 
From  thanes  and  peers  of  high  renown. 
Fiery  and  young,  and  uncontroU'd, 

With  knights  and  squires,  and  barons  bold, 


208  TICKELL. 

(His  noble  household  band)  advances. 
And  on  the  milk-white  courser  prances. 
Thee,  Forfar,  to  the  combat  dares, 
Grown  swarthy  in  ll^erian  wars; 
And  Monro  kindled  into  rage 
Stoutly  defies  thee  to  engage ; 
He  'II  rout  thy  foot  though  ne'er  so  many. 
And  horse  to  boot, — if  thou  hadst  any. 

'  But  see  Aryle  with  watchful  eyes 
Lodged  in  his  deep  intrenchmeuts  hes; 
Couch'd  like  a  lion  in  thy  way 
He  waits  to  spring  upon  his  prey. 
While  hke  a  herd  of  timorous  deer 
Thy  aimy  shakes  and  pants  with  fear. 
Led  by  their  doughty  general's  skill 
From  frith  to  frith,  from  hill  to  hill. 

'  Is  thus  thy  haughty  promise  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made, 
When  thou  didst  oaths  and  duty  barter 
For  dukedom,  generalship,  and  garter? 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  shall  command 
With  Highland  sceptre  in  his  hand. 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, — 
Then  down  shall  fall  the  King  of  Perth. 

'  'Tis  so  decreed ;  for  George  shall  reign, 
And  traitors  be  forsworn  in  vain ; 
Heaven  shall  for  ever  on  him  smile. 
And  bless  him  still  with  an  Argyle ; 
W^hile  thou  pursued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Condemn'd  to  barren  rocks  and  snows. 
And  hinder'd  passing  Inverlochy, 
Shall  burn  thy  clan  and  curse  poor  Jocky. 
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TO 

APOLLO  MAKING  LOVE. 

FROM  MONS.  FONTENE1.LE. 

*  I  AM,'  cried  Apollo,  when  Daphne  he  woo'd. 
And  panting  for  breath  the  coy  virgin  pursued, 
When  liiswisdoni,  in  manner  most  ample,  express'd 
The  long  list  of  tlie  graces  his  godship  possess'd  : 

'  1  'm  the  god  of  sweet  song,  and  inspirer  of  lays ;' — 
Nor  for  lays  nor  sweet  song  the  fair  fugitive  stays : 

*  I'm  the  god  of  the  harp — stop,  ray  fairest!' — in 

vain ; 
Nor  the  harp  nor  the  harper  could  fetch  her  again. 

'  Every  plant, every  flower,and  their  virtues,!  know ; 
God  of  Light  1  'm  above,  and  of  Physic  below:' — 
At  the  dreadful  word  Physic  the  nymph  fled  more 

fast ; 
At  the  fatal  word  Physic  she  doubled  her  haste. 

Thou  fond  god  of  AVisdom  !  then  altar  thy  phrase. 
Bid  her  view  thy  young  bloom  and  thy  ravishing 
rays ;  [charms. 

Tell  her  less  of  thy  knowledge  and  more  of  thy 
And,  my  life  for't,  the  damsel  will  fly  to  thy  arms. 


22. 
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EPISTLES. 


TO  THE  SUPPOSED 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  SPECTATOR. 

In  courts  licentious  and  a  shameless  stage 
How  long-  the  war  shall  Wit  with  Virtue  wage? 
Enchanted  by  this  prostituted  fair. 
Our  youth  run  headlong  in  the  fatal  snare ; 
In  height  of  rapture  clasp  unheeded  pains, 
And  suck  pollution  through  their  tingling  veins. 

Thy  spotless  thoughts  unshock'd  the  priest  may 
And  the  pure  vestal  in  her  bosom  wear.       [hear, 
To  conscious  blushes  and  diminish'd  pride 
Thy  glass  betrays  what  treacherous  love  would 

hide ; 
Nor  harsh  thy  precepts,  but  infused  by  stealth. 
Pleased  while  they  cure,  and  cheat  us  into  health. 
Thy  works  in  Chloe's  toilet  gain  a  part. 
And,  with  his  tailor,  share  the  fopling's  heart ; 
Lash'd  in  thy  satire  the  penurious  cit 
Laughs  at  himself,  and  finds  no  harm  in  wit. 
From  felon  gamesters  the  raw  squire  is  free. 
And  Britain  owes  her  rescued  oaks  to  thee. 
His  Miss  the  frolic  Viscount  dreads  to  toast. 
Or  his  third  cure  the  shallow  Templar  boast ; 
And  the  rash  fool  who  scorn'd  the  beaten  road 
Dares  quake  at  thunder,  and  confess  his  god. 
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The  brainless  stripliiii;-  who,  expellM  the  Town, 
Danin'd  the  stiff  college  and  pedantic  gown, 
Awed  by  thy  name  is  dumb,  and  thrice  a-week 
Spells  uncoutii  Latin,  and  pretends  to  Greek. 
A  sauntering  tril)e  !  such  bom  to  wide  estates 
With  Yea  and  Xo  in  senates  hold  debates  ; 
At  length,  despised,  each  to  his  lit  Ids  retires. 
First  with  the  dogs,  and  king  amidst  the  scpiires; 
I'rom  pert  to  stupid  sinks  supinely  down. 
In  youth  a  coxcomb,  and  in  age  a  clown,   [flight 

Such  readers  scorn'd,  thou  wing'st  thy  daring 
Above  the  stars,  and  treadst  the  fields  of  light: 
Fame,  Heaven,  and  Hell,  are  thy  exalted  theme. 
And  visions  such  as  ,)ove  himself  might  dream  ; 
Man  sunk  to  slavery,  though  to  glory  born, 
Heaven's  pride  when  upright,  and  depraved  his 
scorn. 

Such  hints  alone  coidd  British  Virgil  lend. 
And  thou  alone  deserve  from  such  a  friend: 
A  debt  so  borrow'd  is  illustrious  shame, 
And  fame,  when  shared  with  him,  is  double  fame. 
So  flushVl  with  sweets  by  Beauty's  queen  bestow'd. 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  .-Eneas  glow'd ; 
Such  generous  strifes  Eugene  and  Marlborough  try, 
And  as  in  glory,  so  in  friendship  vie. 

Permit  these  lines  by  thee  to  live — nor  blame 
A  Muse  that  pants  and  languishes  for  fame. 
That  fears  to  sink  when  humbler  themes  she  sings. 
Lost  in  the  mass  of  mean  forgotten  things. 
Received  by  thee,  1  prophecy  my  rhymes —    * 
The  praise  of  virgins  in  succeeding  times : 
Mix'd  with  thy  works  their  life  no  bounds  shall  see. 
But  stand  protected,  as  inspired,  by  thee. 
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So  some  weak  shoot,which  else  would  poorly  rise, 
Jove's  tree  adopts,  and  lifts  him  to  the  skies ; 
Through  the  new  pupil  fostering;  juices  flow, 
Thrust  forth  the  gems  and  give  the  flowers  to  blow 
Aloft;  immortal  reigns  the  plant  unknown, 
With  borrow'd  life  and  vigour  not  his  own. 


TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON  HIS  OPERA  OF  ROSAMOND. 


Ne  forte  pndori 

Sit  tibi  Musa  Ijtec  solers,  et  cantor  Apollo.     HoR. 


The  Opera  first  Italian  masters  taught, 
Enrich'd  with  songs,  but  innocent  of  thought: 
Britannia's  learned  theatre  disdains 
Melodious  trifles  and  enervate  strains. 
And  blushes  on  her  injured  stage  to  see 
Nonsense  well  tuned,  and  sweet  stujiidity. 

No  charms  are  wanting  to  thy  artful  song, 
Soft  as  Corelli  and  as  Virgil  strong : 
From  words  so  sweet  new  grace  the  notes  receive. 
And  Music  borrows  helps  she  used  to  give. 
Thy  style  hath  match'd  what  ancient  Romansknew, 
Thy  flowing  numbers  far  excel  the  new, 
Their  cadence  in  such  easy  sound  convey'd. 
The  height  of  thought  may  seem  superfluous  aid; 
Yet  in  such  charms  the  noble  thoughts  abound, 
That  needless  seem  the  sweets  of  easy  sound- 
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Lan<lscapes  how  gay  the  bowery  grotto  yiohls, 
AVIiich  Thought  creates  and  hivish  J'aiicy  builds! 
Wluit  art  can  trace  the  visionary  scenes, 
The  flowery  groves  and  everlasting  greens. 
The  babbhng  sounds  that  mimic  Echo  plays, 
The  fairy  shade  and  its  eternal  maze  ? 
Nature  and  Art  in  all  their  charms  combined, 
And  all  J-llysinm  to  one  view  contined  ! 
No  further  could  imagination  roam,  [dome. 

Till  \  aiiburgh  framed  and  Marlborough  raised  the 

'J'en  thousand  pangs  my  anxious  bosom  tear. 
When  drown'd  in  tears  I  see  the'  imploring  fair; 
^yhen  bards  less  soft  the  moving  words  supply, 
A  seeming  justice  dooms  the  nvmph  to  die  : 
But  here  she  begs,  nor  can  she  beg  in  vain, 
(In  dirges  thus,  expiring  swains  complain;) 
Each  verse  so  swells  expressive  of  her  woes. 
And  every  tear  in  lines  so  mournful  flows. 
We,  spite  of  fame,  her  fate  reversed  believe, 
O'erlook  her  crimes,  and  think  she  ought  to  live. 

Let  joy  salute  fuir  Kosamonda's  shade, 
xVnd  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 
While  now,  perha|)s,  with  Dido's  ghost  she  roves. 
And  hears  and  tells  tlie  story  of  their  loves. 
Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  bless  their  late. 
Since  love  which  made  them  wretched,  makes  them 
Nor  longer  that  relentless  doom  bemoan,     [great ; 
Which  gain'd  a  Virgil  and  an  Addison. 

Accept,  great  Monarch  of  the  British  lays! 
The  tribute  song  an  humble  sul)ject  pays  ; 
So  tries  the  artless  lark  her  early  flight. 
And  soars  to  hail  the  god  of  verse  and  light. 
Unrivall'd  as  unmatch'd  be  still  thy  fame. 
And  thy  own  laurels  shade  thy  envied  name  ! 

t2 
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Thy  name,  the  boast  of  all  the  tuneful  quire, 
Shall  tremble  on  the  strings  of  every  lyre  ;    [plies, 
While  the  charmVl  reader  with  thy  thought  com- 
Feels  corresponding  joys  or  sorrows  rise, 
And  views  thy  Rosamond  with  Henry's  eyes. 


TO  THE  SAME, 

ON  HIS  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

Too  long  hath  love  engross'd  Britannia's  stage, 
And  sunk  to  softness  all  our  tragic  rage  ; 
By  that  alone  did  empires  fall  or  rise. 
And  fate  depended  on  a  fair-one's  eyes ; 
The  sweet  infection,  mix'd  with  dangerous  art, 
Debased  our  manhood,  while  it  soothed  the  heart: 
You  scorn  to  raise  a  grief  thyself  must  blame. 
Nor  from  our  weakness  steal  a  vulgar  fame  : 
A  patriot's  fall  may  justly  melt  the  mind. 
And  tears  flow  nobly,  shed  for  all  mankind. 

How  do  our  souls  with  generous  pleasure  glow. 
Our  hearts  exulting  while  our  eyes  o'erflow. 
When  thy  firm  hero  stands  beneath  the  weight 
Of  all  his  sufferings  venerably  great ; 
Rome's  poor  remains  still  sheltering  by  his  side. 
With  conscious  virtue  and  becoming  pride ! 

The  aged  oak  thus  rears  his  head  in  air. 
His  sap  exhausted  and  his  branches  bare ;  [state. 
Midst  storms  and  earthquakes  he  maintains  his 
Fix'd  deep  in  earth  and  fasten'd  by  his  weight ; 
His  naked  boughs  still  lend  the  shepherds  aid. 
And  his  old  trunk  projects  an  awful  shade. 

Amidst  the  joys  triumphant  peace  bestows. 
Our  patriots  sadden  at  his  glorious  woes ; 
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Awliilc  tliey  Id  llii'  world's  peat  business  wait, 
/\iixi(»us  for  lloiiic,  and  si<;li  lor  Cato's  fate. 
I  lere  taiiglit  liow  ancient  lieroes  rose  to  fame, 
Our  Britons  crowd  and  caUii  the  Konian  flame, 
W  here  states  and  senates  well  niioht  lend  an  ear. 
And  kings  and  priests  without  a  blush  appear. 

rrance  boasts  no  more,  but,  fearful  to  engage, 
Now  Hrst  pays  homage  to  her  rival  stage. 
Hastes  to  learn  thee,  an<l  learning  shall  submit 
Alike  to  British  arms  and  British  wit : 
No  more  she  '11  wonder,  forced  to  do  us  right, — 
Who  think  like  Romans,  could  like  Uomaus  light. 

Thy  Oxford  smiles  this  glorious  work  to  see. 
And  fondly  Uiumphs  in  a  son  like  thee. 
The  senates,  consuls,  and  the  gods  of  Rome, 
Like  old  accjuaintance  at  their  native  home. 
In  thee  we  find  each  deed,  each  word  ex[)ress'd. 
And  every  thought  that  swell'd  a  Roman  breast; 
We  trace  each  hint  that  could  thy  soul  inspire 
With  Virgil's  judgment  and  with  Lucan's  tire: 
We  know  thy  worth,  and  give  us  leave  to  boast — 
We  most  admire,  because  we  know  thee  most. 


TO  THE 

EARL  OF  WARWICK, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  ADDISON. 

If,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Muse  hath  stay'd. 
And  left  her  debt  to  Addison  unpaid. 
Blame  not  her  silence,  >V^arw  ick  1  but  bemoan, 
And  judge,  oh  judge  my  bosom,  by  your  own  ! 
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What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires? 
Slow  comes  the  verse  that  real  woe  inspires ; 
Grief  una ffiected  suits  but  ill  with  art. 
Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. 
Can  I  forget  the  dismal  night  that  gave 
My  soul's  best  part  for  ever  to  the  grave ! 
How  silent  did  his  old  companions  tread. 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  mansions  of  the  dead, 
Through  breathing  statues,  then  unheeded  things. 
Through  rows  of  warriors  and  through  walks  of 

kings ! 
What  awe  did  the  slow  solemn  knell  inspire. 
The  pealing  organ  and  the  pausing  choir. 
The  duties  by  the  lawn-robed  prelate  paid, 
And  the  last  words  that  dust  to  dust  convey 'd  ! 
While  speechless  o'er  thy  closing  grave  we  bend. 
Accept  these  tears,  thou  dear  departed  friend  ! 
Oh,  gone  for  ever!  take  this  long  adieu. 
And  sleep  in  peace  next  thy  loved  Montague. 
To  strew  fresh  laurels  let  the  task  be  mine, 
A  frequent  pilgrim  at  thy  sacred  shrine ; 
Mine  with  true  sighs  thy  absence  to  bemoan. 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  thy  stone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  loved  memorial  part. 
May  shame  afflict  this  alienated  heart ! 
Of  thee  forgetful  if  I  form  a  song. 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untuned  ray  tongue ; 
My  grief  be  doubled,  from  thy  image  free. 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchastised  by  thee  ! 
Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  ailes  alone. 
Sad  luxury  !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown  ; 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  marbles  show 
W^hat  worthies  form  the  hallow'd  mould  below 
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Proiul  names!  who  oiico  tlio  reins  of  empire  held. 
In  arms  vvlio  triumpli'd,  or  in  arts  excell'd  ; 
Chiefs,  graced  with  scars  and  prodigal  of  blood. 
Stern  patriots,  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood, 
Jnst  men,  by  whom  ini[)artial  huvs  were  given. 
And    saints,    wlio    tauglit    and    led    tlie  way   to 

Heaven  ! 
Ne'er  to  these  chambers,  where  the  mighty  rest. 
Since  their  foundation  came  a  nobler  guest. 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  bliss  convey 'd 
A  fairer  spirit,  or  more  welcome  shade. 

\n  what  new  region  to  the  just  assign'd, 
"What  new  employments  please  the'  unbodied 

mind  ? 
A  winged  Virtue  through  the'  etherial  sky 
From  world  to  world  unwcared  does  he  fly, 
Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maze 
Of  Heaven's  decrees,   where  wondering   angels 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  seraplis  tell      [gaze? 
How  3Iichael  battled,  and  the  dragon  fell; 
Or,  mix'd  with  milder  eherubiin,  to  glow 
In  hymns  of  love,  not  ill  essay 'd  below? 
Or  dost  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  behind? 
A  task  well  suited  to  thy  gentle  mind. 
Oh  !  if  sometimes  thy  spotless  form  descend. 
To  me  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  (ieuius  !  lend. 
When  rage  misguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarms. 
When  pain  distresses,  or  when  pleasure  charms. 
In  silent  whisperings  purer  thoughts  impart. 
And  turn  from  ill  a  frail  and  feeble  heart; 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trod  before. 
Till  bliss  shall  join,  nor  death  can  part  us  more. 

That  awful  form  which,  so  the  Heavens  decree. 
Must  still  be  loved  and  still  deplored  by  me. 


218  TICKELL. 

In  nightly  visions  seldom  fails  to  rise. 

Or,  roused  by  fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 

If  business  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite. 

The'  unblemish'd  statesman   seems  to  strike  my 

If  in  the  stage  I  seek  to  sooth  ray  care,       [sight; 

I  meet  his  soul,  which  breathes  in  Cato,  there ; 

If  pensive  to  the  rural  shades  I  rove. 

His  shade  overtakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove; 

Twas  there  of  just  and  good  he  reason'd  strong, 

Clear'd  some  great  truth,  or  raised  some  serious 

song ; 
There  patient  show'd  us  the  wise  course  to  steer, 
A  candid  censor  and  a  friend  sincere ; 
There  taught  us  how  to  live,  and  (oh !  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 
Thou  hill !  whose  brow  the  antique  structures 

grace, 
Rear'd  by  bold  chiefs  of  Warwick's  noble  race. 
Why,  once  so  loved,  whene'er  thy  bower  appears, 
O'er  ray  dim  eye-balls  glance  the  sudden  tears  ! 
How  sweet  were  once  thy  prospects,  fresh  and  fair, 
Thy  sloping  walks  and  unpolluted  air  ! 
How  sweet  the  glooms  beneath  thy  aged  trees. 
Thy  noontide  shadow  and  thy  evening  breeze ! 
His  image  thy  forsaken  bowers  restore. 
Thy  walks  and  airy  prospects  charm  no  more ; 
No  more  the  summer,  in  thy  glooms  allay'd. 
Thy  evening  breezes  and  thy  noonday  shade. 
From  other  ills,  however  Fortune  frown'd, 
Some  refuge  in  the  Muse's  art  I  found; 
Reluctant  now  I  touch  the  trembling  string, 
Bereft  of  him  who  taught  me  how  to  sing ; 
And  these  sad  accents,  murmur'd  o'er  his  urn. 
Betray  that  absence  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
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O  !  must  T  then  (now  fitsh  my  bosom  blcods, 
Ami  Cragii's,  in  dciitli,  to  Addison  succeeds) 
The  verso  bejiuu  to  one  lost  tVieiid  prolong', 
And  weep  a  second  in  the'  untiiiish'd  song  ! 

These  works  divine  which  on  his  death-bed  laid 
To  thee,  O  Craggs  !  the'  expiring  Sage  convcy'd. 
Great  but  ill-omen'd  monument  of  fame. 
Nor  he  survived  to  give,  nor  tliou  to  claim  ; 
Swift  after  him  thy  social  s[)iril  Hies, 
And  close  to  his,  how  soon  !  tliy  collin  lies. 
Bless'd  pair!   whose  union  future  bards  shall  tell 
In  future  tongues :  each  other's  boast,  farewell ! 
Farewell !  whom  join'd  in  fame,  in  friendship  tried. 
No  chance  could  sever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 


AN  EPISTLE 

FROM   A  LADY   IN  ENGLAND  TO  A  GENTLKMAN  AT 
AVIGNON. 

To  thee,  dear  rover !  and  thy  vanquish'd  friends, 
The  health  she  w  ants  thy  gentle  Chloe  sends ; 
Though  much  you  sutler,  think  1  sutfer  more, 
Worse  than  an  exile  on  my  native  shore. 
Companions  in  your  master's  flight  you  roam, 
Unenvied  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home  ; 
For  ever  near  the  Royal  Outlaw's  side 
You  share  his  fortunes  and  his  hopes  divide. 
On  glorious  schemes  and  thoughts  of  empire  dwell, 
And  with  imaginary  titles  swell. 

Say,  for  thou  know'st  I  own  his  sacred  line. 
The  passive  doctrine  and  the  right  divine, 
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Say,  what  new  succours  does  the  Chief  prepare  ? 
The  strength  of  armies,  or  the  force  of  prayer? 
Does  he  from  Heaven  or  earth  his  hopes  derive? 
From  saints  departed,  or  from  priests  aUve  ? 
Nor  saints  nor  priests  can  Brunswick's  troops  with- 
stand, 
And  beads  drop  useless  through  the  zealot's  hand. 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe. 
But  skill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below. 

Ere  to  thy  cause  and  thee  my  heart  inclined. 
Or  love  to  party  had  seduced  my  mind. 
In  female  joys  I  took  a  dull  delight. 
Slept  all  the  morn  and  punted  half  the  night; 
But  now,  with  fears  and  public  cares  possess'd. 
The  Church  !  the  Church!  forever  breaks  my  rest. 
The  Post-boy  on  my  pillow  I  explore. 
And  sift  the  news  of  every  foreign  shore  ; 
Studious  to  find  new  friends  and  new  allies. 
What  armies  march  from  Sweden  in  disguise  ; 
How  Spain  prepares  her  banners  to  unfold. 
And  Rome  deals  out  her  blessings  and  her  gold ; 
Then  o'er  the  map  my  finger  taught  to  stray, 
Cro&s  many  a  region  marks  the  winding  way ; 
prom  sea  to  sea,  from  realm  to  realm  I  rove, 
And  grow  a  mere  geographer  by  love  ; 
But  still  Avignon  and  the  pleasing  coast 
That  holds  thee  banish'd,  claims  my  care  the  most : 
Oft  on  the  well-known  spot  I  fix  my  eyes. 
And  span  the  distance  that  between  us  lies. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foil'din  arms,  despair, 
Whilst  on  his  side  he  reckons  half  the  fair. 
In  Britain's  lovely  isle,  a  shining  throng 
War  in  his  cause,  a  thousand  beauties  strong. 
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The'  unthinking  victors  vainly  l)Oust  their  powers  ; 
Be  theirs  tlie  ninskct,  whih;  the  tonsue  is  ours. 
We  reason  witli  such  fluency  and  fire, 
The  beaux  we  batHe,  anil  the  harned  tire ; 
Against  the  prelates  plead  the  church's  cause, 
And  from  our  judges  vindicati-  the  laws. 
Then  mourn  not, hapless  Prince !  thy  kingdoms  l<»st, 
A  crown,  though  late,  thy  sacred  l)ro\vs  may  boast ; 
Heaven  seems  through  us  thy  empire  to  decree  ; 
Those  who  win  hearts  have  given  their  hearts  to 
thee. 

Hast  thou  not  heard  that  when  profusely  gay 
Ourwell-dress'd  rivals  graced  their  sovereign's  da3% 
We  stubborn  damsels  met  the  public  view 
In  loathsome  wormwood  and  repenting  rue? 
What  Whig  but  trembled  when  our  spotless  band 
In  virgin  roses  whiten'd  half  the  land; 
Who  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  possess'd 
When  oaken  boughs  mark'd  every  loyal  breast ! 
Less  scared  near  Medway's  stream  the  Xorman 

stood 
When  cross  the  plam  he  spied  a  marching  wood. 
Till  near  at  hand  a  gleam  of  swords  betray'd 
The  youth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandering  shade. 

Those  who  the  succours  of  the  fair  despise. 
May  find  that  we  have  nails  as  well  as  eyes. 
Thy  female  hands,  O  Prince,  by  fortune  cross'd  ! 
At  least  more  courage  than  thy  men  may  boast. 
Our  sex  has  dared  the  mughouse  chiefs  to  meet. 
And  purchased  fame  in  many  a  well-fought  street: 
Trom  Drury  Lane,  the  region  of  renown, 
The  land  of  love,  the  Paphos  of  the  Town; 
L'air  patriots  sallying  oft  have  put  to  flight. 
With  all  their  poles,  the  guardians  of  the  night; 
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And  bore,  with  screams  of  triiimpli,  to  their  side 
The  leader's  statVin  al!  its  painted  pride. 
Nor  fears  the  hawker  in  her  warbhng  note 
To  vend  tlie  discontented  statesman's  thought. 
Though  red  with  stripes,  and  recent  from  the  thong, 
Sore  smitten  for  the  love  of  sacred  song ; 
The  tuneful  sisters  still  pursue  their  trade 
Like  Philomela,  darkling  in  tlie  shade. 
Poor  Trot  attends,  forgetful  of  a  fare. 
And  hums  in  concert  o'er  his  empty  chair. 

Meanwhile,  regardless  of  the  royal  cause, 
His  sword  for  James  no  brother  sovereign  draws  ; 
The  Pope  himself,  surrounded  with  alarms. 
To  France  his  bulls,  to  Corfu  sends  his  arms ; 
And  though  he  hears  his  darling  son's  complaint. 
Can  hardly  spare  one  tutelary  saint. 
But  lists  them  all  to  guard  his  own  abodes, 
And  into  ready  money  coins  his  gods. 
The  dauntless  Swede,  pursued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Scarce  keeps  his  own  hereditary  snows 
Nor  must  the  friendly  roof  of  kind  Lorraiu 
With  feast  regale  our  garter'd  youth  again. 
Safe,  Bar-le-Duc  !  within  thy  silent  grove 
The  pheasant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  may  rove  ; 
The  knight  who  aims  unerring  from  afar. 
The'  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  the  silvan  war  ; 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  slumber  undisraay'd. 
Or  grunt  secure  beneath  the  chesnut  shade. 
Inconstant  Orleans !  (still  we  mourn  the  day 
That  trusted  Orleans  with  imperial  sway) 
T"ar  o'er  the  Alps  our  helpless  monarch  sends. 
Par  from  the  call  of  his  desponding  friends  ; 
Such  are  the  terms  to  gain  Britannia's  grace, 
And  such  the  terrors  of  the  Brunswick  race ! 
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Was  it  for  this  the  sun's  ^\  hole  histrc  i'ailM, 
And  sutkleu  iniihiij;ht  o'er  the  moon  prevair*!  < 
Tor  this  did  Heaven  disphxy  to  mortal  eyes 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  the  skies? 
>^'as  it  for  this  iSorthiimbrian  streams  look'd  red, 
And  Thames,  driven  l)ackv\ard,  show'd  his  secret 
False  auguries!  the"  insulting  victor's  scorn  !   [bed^ 
Even  our  own  prodigies  against  us  tinii ; 
O  portents  ;  construed  on  our  side  in  vain, 
Let  never  Tory  trust  eclipse  again, 
llun  clear,  ye  fountains!  be  at  peace,  ye  skies! 
And  Thames  !  henceforth  to  thy  green  borders  rise. 

To  Rome  then  must  the  Koyal  Wanderer  go, 
And  fall  a  sui)pliant  at  the  pa})al  toe? 
His  life  in  sloth  inglorious  must  he  wear. 
One  half  in  luxury  and  one  in  prayer? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  debauch'd  with  ease. 
The  profter'd  purple  and  the  hat  may  please. 
Shall  he,  whose  ancient  patriarchal  race 
To  mighty  Ninirod  in  one  line  we  trace. 
In  solemn  conclave  sit,  devoid  oi!  thought. 
And  poll  for  points  of  faith  his  trusty  vote  ? 
Be  summon'd  to  his  stall  in  time  of  need. 
And  with  his  casting  sutfrage  lix  a  creed? 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  stated  days  appear. 
And  English  heretics  curse  once  a-year  ? 
Garnet  and  Eaux  shall  he  with  prayers  invoke. 
And  beg  thatSmithlield  piles  once  more  maysmoke? 
Forbid  it  Heaven!  my  soul  to  fury  wrought 
Turns  almost  Hanoverian  at  the  thought. 

From  James  and  Home  I  feel  my  heart  decline, 
And  fear,  O  Brunswick !  'twill  be  wholly  tliine ; 
Yet  still  his  share  thy  rival  will  contest. 
And  still  the  double  claim  divides  my  breast. 
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The  fate  of  James  with  pitying  eyes  I  view. 
And  wish  my  homage  were  not  Brunswick's  clue  : 
To  James  my  passion  and  my  weakness  guide, 
But  reason  sways  me  to  the  victor's  side. 
Though  grieved  I  speak  it ;  let  the  truth  appear ; 
You  know  my  language  and  my  heart  sincere. 
In  vain  did  falsehood  his  fair  fame  disgrace  ; 
AVhat  force  had  falsehood  when  he  show'd  his  face? 
In  vain  to  war  our  boastful  clans  were  led; 
Heaps  driven  on  hea})s  in  the  dire  shock  they  fled. 
Prance  shuns  his  wrath,  nor  raises  to  our  shame 
A  second  Dunkirk  in  another  name. 
In  Britain's  funds  their  wealth  all  Europe  throws. 
And  up  the  Thames  the  world's  abundance  flows. 
Spite  of  feign'd  fears  and  artificial  cries, 
The  pious  Town  sees  fifty  churches  rise. 
The  hero  triumphs  as  his  worth  is  known. 
And  sits  more  firmly  on  his  shaken  throne. 

To  my  sad  thought  no  beam  of  hope  appears 
Through  the  long  prospect  of  succeeding  years. 
Tlie  son,  aspiring  to  his  father's  fame, 
Shows  all  his  sire,  another  and  the  same: 
He,  bless'd  in  lovely  Carolina's  arms. 
To  future  ages  propagates  her  charms. 
With  pain  and  joy  at  strife  I  often  trace 
The  mingled  parents  in  each  daughter's  face ; 
Half  sickening  at  the  sight,  too  well  I  spy 
The  father's  spirit  through  the  mother's  eye ! 
In  vain  new  thoughts  of  rage  1  entertain, 
And  strive  to  hate  their  innocence  in  vain. 

O  Princess !  hap|)y  by  thy  foes  confess'd, 
Bless'd  in  thy  husband,  in  thy  children  bless'd. 
As  they  from  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  born. 
While  Europe  lasts  shall  Europe's  thrones  adorn; 
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Transplanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come 
Thy  smile  c(  lestial  and  unfading;  hk)om 
Great  Austria's  sons  with  sotU.-r  lines  shall  grace, 
Andsinootli  the  iVownsofljourljon's  haughty  race; 
The  fair  descendants  of  thy  sacred  bed, 
Wide  branching  o'er  the  western  world  shall  spread, 
Like  the  famed  Banian  tree,  whose  [)li:iiit  shoot 
To  earthward  bending,  of  itself  takes  root ; 
Till,  like  their  mother  i)!ant,  ton  thousand  stand 
In  verdant  arches  on  the  fertile  land  ; 
Beneath  her  shade  the  tawny  Indians  rove. 
Or  hunt  at  large  through  the  wide  echoing  grove. 
O  thou!   to  whom  these  niournfid  lines  1  send, 
My  promised  husband  anil  rny  dearest  friend, 
Since  Heaven  appoints  this  favour'd  race  to  reign. 
And  blood  has  drencli'd  tiie  Scvjttish  fields  in  vain, 
jMust  I  be  wretched,  and  thy  flight  partake? 
Or  w  ilt  not  thou  for  thy  loved  Chloe's  sake. 
Tired  out  at  length,  submit  to  fate's  decree  ; 
If  not  to  Brunswick,  O  return  to  me  ! 
Prostrate  before  the  victor's  mercy  bend ; 
AV  hat  spares  whole  thousands  may  to  thee  extend. 
Should  blinded  friends  thy  doubtlui  conduct  blame, 
Great  Brunswick's  virtues  w  ill  secure  thy  fame : 
Say  these  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne, 
And  own  the  monarch  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  ow  n : 
The  world  convinced,  thy  reasons  will  approve  ; 
Say  this  to  them,  but  swear  to  me  'twas  love. 
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VERSES,  TO  MRS.  LOWTHER, 

ON  HER  MARRIAGE. 

FKOM   MENAGE. 

Th  k  greatest  swain  that  treads  the'  Arcadian  grove 
Our  shepherds  envy,  and  our  virgins  love, 
His  charming  nymph,  his  softer  fair  obtains. 
The  bright  Diana  of  our  flowery  plains; 
He  'midst  the  graceful  of  superior  grace. 
And  she  the  loveliest  of  the  loveliest  race. 

Tiiy  fruitful  influence  guardian  Juno  shed. 
And  crown  the  pleasures  of  the  genial  bed  ; 
Raise  thence,  their  future  joy,  a  smiling  heir. 
Brave  as  the  father,  as  the  mother  fair. 
Well  may'st  thou  shower  thy  choicest  gifts  on  those 
Who  boldly  rival  thy  most  hated  foes  ; 
The  vigorous  bridegroom  with  Alcides  vies. 
And  the  fair  bride  has  Cytherea's  eyes. 


A  LADY  BEFORE  MARRIAGE. 

Oh  !  form'd  by  Nature  and  refined  by  art. 
With  charms  to  win  and  sense  to  fix  the  heart, 
By  thousands  sought,  Clotilda!  canst  thou  free 
Thy  crowd  of  captives  and  descend  to  me ; 
Content  in  shades  obscure  to  waste  thy  life, 
A  hidden  beauty  and  a  country  wife  ? 
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()!  liston  while  thy  siimmirs  arc  my  theme. 
Ah!  sooth  thy  partner  in  his  wakiiii^  dream. 
In  some  small  hamlet  on  the  lonely  plain    [train ; 
AVhere  Thames  through  meadows  rolls  his  nia/y 
Or  where  high  >\  indsor,  thick  with  greens  array'd, 
Waves  his  old  oaks  and  spr(;adshis  ample  shade, 
Taney  has  figured  out  our  calm  retreat; 
Already  round  the  visionary  seat 
Our  limes  begin  to  shoot,  our  flowers  to  spring, 
The  brooks  to  murniiuv,  and  the  birds  to  sing. 
Where  dost  thou  lie,  thou  thinly-peopled  green. 
Thou  nameless  lawn  and  village  yet  unseen, 
AVhere  sons  contented  with  their  native  ground 
Ne'er  travell'd  further  than  ten  furlongs  round, 
And  the  tanned  peasant  and  his  ruddy  bride 
Were  born  together,  and  together  died  ; 
Where  early  larks  best  tell  the  morning  light, 
And  only  Philomel  disturbs  the  nights 
'Midst  gardens  here  my  humble  pile  shall  rise, 
A\'ith  sweets  surrounded  of  ten  thousand  dies  ; 
All  savage  where  the'  embroider'd  gardens  end. 
The  haunt  of  echoes  shall  my  woods  ascend ; 
And  oh !  if  Heaven  the'  ambitious  thought  approve, 
A  rill  shall  warble  'cross  the  gloomy  grove; 
A  little  rill,  o'er  pebbly  beds  convey 'd, 
(Jush  down  the  steep  and  glitter  through  the  glade. 
AVhat  cheering  scents  these  bordering  banks  ex- 
How  loud  that  heifer  lows  from  yonder  vale!  [hale! 
That  thrush  how  shrill !  his  note  so  clear,  so  high. 
He  drowns  each  feather'd  minstrel  of  the  sky. 
Here  let  me  trace,  beneath  the  purpled-morn, 
The  deep-mouth'd  beagle  and  the  sprightly  horn. 
Or  lure  the  trout  with  well-dissembled  flies, 
Or  fetch  the  fluttering  partridge  from  the  skies. 
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Nor  shall  thy  hand  disdain  to  crop  the  vine, 

The  downy  peach  or  llavour'd  nectarine. 

Or  rob  the  bee-hive  oiits  golden  hoard, 

And  bear  the'  nnbought  luxuriance  to  thy  board. 

Sometimes  my  books  by  day  shall  kill  the  hours. 

While  from  thy  needle  rise  the  silken  flowers. 

And  thou  by  turns,  to  ease  my  feeble  sight, 

llesume  the  volume  and  deceive  the  night. 

Oh !  when  1  mark  thy  twinkling  eyes  oppress'd. 

Soft  whispering  let  nie  warn  my  love  to  rest, 

Then  watch  thee,  charm'd,  while  sleep  locks  every 

sense. 
And  to  sweet  Heaven  commend  thy  innocence  ! 
Thus  reign'd  our  fathers  o'er  the  rural  fold. 
Wise,  hale,  and  honest,  in  the  days  of  old ; 
Till  courts  arose,  where  substance  pays  for  show. 
And  specious  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 
See  Flavia's  pendants  large,  well  spread  and  right; 
The  ear  that  wears  them  hears  a  fool  each  night. 
Mark  how  the'  embroider'd  colonel  sneaks  away 
To  shun  the  withering  dame  that  made  him  gay. 
That  knave  to  gain  a  title  lost  his  fame  ; 
That  raised  his  credit  by  a  daughter's  shame : 
This  coxcomb's  ribband  cost  him  half  his  land. 
And  oaks  unnumber'd  bought  that  fool  a  wand. 
Pond  man,  as  all  his  sorrows  were  too  few. 
Acquires  strange  wants  that  Nature  never  knew; 
By  midnight  lamps  he  emulates  the  day, 
And  sleeps  perverse  the  cheerful  suns  away  ; 
From  goblets  high  emboss'd  his  wine  must  glide. 
Hound  his  closed  sight  the  gorgeous  curtain  slide. 
Fruits  ere  their  time  to  grace  his  pomp  must  rise. 
And  three  untasted  courses  glut  his  eyes: 
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Tor  this  are  Nature's  gentle  calls  withslooil, 
The  voice  of  conscience  and  the  bon<ls  ot  blood  ; 
This  wisdom  thy  reward  i'or  every  pain. 
And  this  gay  ^lory  all  thy  mighty  gain ! 
Fair  phantoms  woo'd  and  scorn'd  from  age  to  age, 
Since  bards  began  to  laugh  or  priests  to  rage, 
And  yet,  just  curse  on  man's  aspiring  kind! 
Prone  to  ambition,  to  example  i)lind; 
Our  children's  chililien  shall  our  steps  pursue. 
And  the  same  errors  be  lor  ever  new. 
ftleanwhile  in  hope  a  guiltless  country  swain, 
My  reed  with  warblings  cheers  the'  imagined  plain. 
Hail  hund)le  shades !  where  truth  and  silence  dwell ; 
Thou  noisy  Town  and  faithless  Court!  farewell  ; 
Farewell  and)ition,  once  my  darling  tlame, 
The  thirst  of  lucre  and  the  charm  of  fame  ; 
In  life's  by-road,that  winds  through  paths  uid<nown. 
My  days,  though  number'd,  shall  be  all  my  ov  ii : 
Here  shall  they  end,  (C)  might  they  twice  iDegin) 
And  all  be  white  the  Fates  intend  to  spin. 


TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  FLOWERS. 

The  fragrant  painting  of  our  flowery  fields. 

The  choicest  stores  that  youthful  summer  yields, 

Strephoa  to  fair  Kliza  hath  convey'd 

The  sweetest  garland  to  the  sweetest  maid ! 

O  cheer  the  flowers,  my  fair!  and  let  them  rest 

On  the  Elysiiim  of  thy  snowy  breast, 

And  there  regale  the  smell  and  charm  the  view. 

With  richer  odours  and  a  lovelier  hue. 
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I-earn  hence,  nor  fear  a  flatterer  in  the  flower. 
Thy  form  divine  and  beauty's  matchless  power : 
Faint  near  thy  clieeks  the  bright  carnation  glows, 
And  thy  ripe  lips  outblush  the  opening  rose  ; 
The  lily's  snow  betrays  less  pure  a  hght. 
Lost  in  thy  bosom's  more  unsullied  white  ; 
And  wreaths  of  jasmine  shed  perfumes  beneath 
The'  ambrosial  incense  of  thy  balmy  breath. 

Ten  thousand  beauties  grace  the  rival  pair ; 
How  fair  the  chaplet,  and  the  nymph  how  fair  ! 
But  ah !  too  soon  these  fleeting  charms  decay, 
The  fading  lustre  of  one  hastening  day  : 
This  night  shall  see  the  gaudy  wreath  decline, 
The  roses  wither,  and  the  lilies  pine. 

The  garland's  fate  to  thine  shall  be  applied, 
And  what  advanced  thy  form,  shall  check  thy  pride. 
Be  wise,  my  fair !  the  present  hour  improve, 
Let  joy  be  now,  and  now  a  waste  of  love: 
Each  drooping  bloom  shall  plead  thy  just  excuse. 
And  that  which  show'd  thy  beauty,  shov/  its  use. 


TO  GILFORD  LAWSON,  ESQ. 

ON  A  lady's  picture. 

As  Damon  Chloe's  painted  form  survey'd, 
He  siglVd  and  languish'd  for  the  jilting  shade; 
For  Cupid  taught  the  artist-hand  its  grace. 
And  Venus  wanton'd  in  the  mimic  face. 

Now  he  laments  a  look  so  falsely  fair, 
xVnd  almost  damns  what  yet  resembles  her  ; 
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Now  he  devours  it  witli  liis  loiioing  eyes, 
Now  sated,  from  tlu;  lovely  phantom  flies, 
Yet  burns  to  look  again,  yet  looks  again  and  dies. 
Her  ivory  neck  his  lips  presume  to  kiss. 
And  his  bohl  hands  the  sweUing  bosom  press; 
The  swain  drinks  in  deep  drauglits  of  vain  desire, 
Melts  without  heat,  and  l)urns  in  fancied  fire. 

Strange  power  of  paint !  thou  nice  creator,  Art ! 
What  love  inspires  may  lifi^  itsilf  impart. 
Struck  with  like  woumls  of  old,  Tygmalion  pray'd. 
And  hugged  to  life  his  artificial  maid. 
Clasp,  new  Pygmalion !  clasp  the  seeming  charms. 
Perhaps  even  now  the'  enlivening  image  warms, 
Destined  to  crown  thy  joys,  and  revel  in  thy  arras ; 
Thy  arms,  which  shall  with  lire  so  tierce  invade. 
That  she  at  once  shall  be,  and  cease  to  be,  a  maid. 


Sill  GODIREY  KNELLER, 

AT  HIS  COUNTRY  SEAT. 

To  Whitton's  shades  and  Ilounslovv's  airy  plain 
Thou,  Kncller !  takest  thy  summer  flights  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  thy  wish  gives  all  thy  rural  hours 
To  the  fair  villa  and  well-order'd  bowers; 
To  court  thy  pencil,  early  at  thy  gates 
Ambition  knocks,  and  fleeting  Beauty  waits ; 
The  boastful  iMuse,  of  oUiers'  fame  so  sure. 
Implores  thy  aid  to  make  her  own  secure : 
The  Great,  the  Fair,  and,  if  aught  nobler  be, 
Aught  more  beloved,  the  Arts  sohcit  thee. 
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How  canst  thou  hope  to  fly  the  world,  in  vain 
Prom  Europe  sever'd  by  the  circHng  main. 
Sought  by  the  kings  of"  every  distant  land, 
And  every  hero  worthy  of  thy  hand? 
Hast  thou  forgot,  that  mighty  Bourbon  fear'd 
He  still  was  mortal  till  thy  draught  appear'd  ? 
That  Cosmo  chose  thy  glowing  form,  to  place 
Amidst  her  masters  of  the  Lombard  race? 
See  on  her  Titian's  and  her  Guido's  urns 
Her  falling  arts  forlorn  Hesperia  mourns. 
While  Britain  wins  each  garland  from  her  brow. 
Her  wit  and  freedom  first,  her  painting  now. 

Let  the  faint  copier  on  old  Tiber's  shore. 
Nor  mean  the  task,  each  breathing  bust  explore. 
Line  after  line  with  painful  patience  trace. 
This  Roman  grandeur,  that  Athenian  grace ; 
Vain  care  of  parts  :   if,  impotent  of  soul. 
The'  industrious  workman  fails  to  warm  the  whole. 
Each  theft  betrays  the  marble  whence  it  came. 
And  a  cold  statue  stiffens  in  the  frame. 
Thee  Nature  taught,  nor  Art  her  aid  denied, 
The  kindest  mistress  and  the  surest  guide. 
To  catch  a  likeness  at  one  piercing  sight. 
And  place  the  fairest  in  the  fairest  light. 
Ere  yet  thy  pencil  tries  her  nicer  toils. 
Or  on  thy  palette  lie  the  blended  oils, 
Thy  careless  chalk  has  half  achieved  thy  art. 
And  her  just  image  makes  Cleora  start. 

A  mind  that  grasps  the  whole  is  rarely  found  ; 
Half-learn'd,  half-painters,  and  half-wits  abound, 
Eew  like  thy  genius  at  proportion  aim. 
All  great,  all  graceful,  and  throughout  the  same. 
Such  be  thy  life.     O  since  the  glorious  rage 
That  fired  thy  youth,  flames  unsubdued  by  age ! 


TO  SIR  OODFRKY   KNELl.ER.  233 

Though  wealth,  nor  iiinic,  now  toiicli  thy  sated 

iniiul, 
Shall  tinge  the  canvass,  bounteous  to  mankmd ! 
Since  after  thee  may  rise  an  impious  line. 
Coarse  nianglers  of  the  human  face  divine. 
Paint  on  till  fate  dissolve  thy  mortal  part, 
And  live  and  die  the  monarch  of  thy  art. 
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O  1)  E  S. 


OCCASIONED  BY 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  THE  EARL  OF  STANHOPE'S 
VOYAGE  TO  FRANCE,  1718. 


Idem 


Pacis  eras  mediusque  belli.  HoR. 

Fair  daughter  once  of  Windsor's  woods, 
In  safety  o'er  the  roUing  floods 
Britannia's  boast  and  darhng  earc, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  bear  ! 
May  winds  propitious  on  his  way 
The  minister  of  peace  convey, 
Nor  rebel  wave  nor  rising  storm 
Great  George's  liquid  realms  deform. 

Our  vows  are  heard  ;  thy  crowded  sails 
Already  swell  with  western  gales. 
Already  Albion's  coast  retires. 
And  Calais  multiplies  her  spires. 
At  length  has  royal  Orleans  press'd 
With  opeft  arms  the  well-known  guest. 
Before  in  sacred  friendship  join  d, 
And  now  in  counsels  for  mankind. 
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"Whilst  his  clear  schemes  our  patriot  shows, 
And  plans  the  throatonVl  worlil's  repose; 
'J'hey  fix  each  haughty  monarch's  doom, 
Aud  bless  whole  ages  yet  to  come. 
Henceforth,  great  Brunswick  shall  decree 
What  Hag  must  awe  the  Tyrrhene  sea, 
For  whom  the  Tuscan  grape  shall  glow, 
And  fruitful  Arethusa  flow. 

See  in  firm  leagues  with  Thames  combine 
The  Seine,  the  jMaese,  and  distant  Kliine ; 
Nor,  J-lbro  !   let  thy  single  rage 
With  half  the  warring  world  engage  : 
Oh  !  call  to  mind  thy  thousands  slain. 
And  Almanara's  fatal  plain, 
AA'hile  yet  the  Gallic  terrors  sleep, 
Nor  Britain  thunders  from  the  deep. 


INSCRIBED  TO  THE 

EAUL  OF  SUNDERLAND, 

AT  WINDSOR. 

Thou  dome !  where  Edward  first  enroU'd 
His  red-cross  Knights  and  Barons  bold. 
Whose  vacant  seats,  by  virtue  bought. 
Ambitious  emperors  have  sought. 
Where  Britain's  foremost  names  are  found, 
In  peace  beloved,  in  war  renown'd. 
Who  made  the  hostile  nations  moan. 
Or  brought  a  blessing  on  their  own  ; 

Once  more  a  son  of  Spencer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates, 
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Sprung  from  llio  chief  whose  prowess  gain'd 
'J'lie  (iarter,  while  thy  founder  reign'd  ; 
He  oft'er'd  here  his  dinted  shield, 
The  dread  of  Gaul's  in  Cressy's  field. 
Which,  in  thy  high-arch'd  temple  raised. 
For  four  long  centuries  hath  blazed. 

These  seats  our  sires,  a  hardy  kind  ! 
To  the  tierce  sons  of  war  confined, 
The  Hower  of  chivalry  !  who  drew 
With  sinew'd  arm  the  stubborn  yew. 
Or  with  heaved  pole-axe  clear'd  the  field. 
Or  who  in  justs  and  tourneys  skill'd. 
Before  their  ladies'  eyes  renown'd 
Threw  horse  and  horsemen  to  the  ground. 

In  after  times,  as  courts  refined, 
Our  patriots  in  the  list  were  join'd  ; 
Not  only  W^arwick  stain'd  with  blood. 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood. 
Have  in  their  crimson  Crosses  glow'd. 
But  on  just  lawgivers  bestow'd  ; 
These  emblems  Cecil  did  invest. 
And  gleam'd  on  wise  Godolphin's  breast. 

So  Greece,  ere  arts  began  to  rise, 
Fix'd  huge  Orion  in  the  skies ; 
And  stern  Alcides,  famed  in  wars. 
Bespangled  with  a  thousand  stars  : 
Till  letter'd  Athens  round  the  pole 
Made  gentler  constellations  roll. 
In  the  blue  heavens  the  lyre  she  strung, 
And  near  the  Maid  the  Balance  '  hung. 

'  Names  of  constellations. 
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Then,  Spciistr  !  nioiiiit  amid  the  band 
AA'ht're  knights  and  kings  pioniiscuous  stand. 
A^'liut  tliongli  tlie  Ik  ro's  lUiine  irpress'd 
Burns  calndy  in  thy  generous  breast ; 
Yet  who  more  dauntless  to  oppose 
In  doubtful  days  our  home-bred  I'oes  ? 
AVho  raised  his  country's  wealth  so  high, 
Or  view'd  with  less  desiring  eye  ? 

The  sage  who  large  of  soul  surveys 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empires  weighs, 
AVateliful  the  various  climes  to  guide 
AV  liicli  seas,  and  tongues,  and  faiths  divide, 
A  nol>ler  name  in  ^^'illdsor*s  shrine 
Shall  leave,  if  right  the  Muse  divine. 
Than  sprung  of  old,  abhorred  and  vain, 
Trom  ravaged  realms  and  myriads  slaiu. 

AVhy  praise  we,  |)rodigal  of  fame, 
The  rage  that  sets  the  world  on  tlame  ? 
My  guiltless  Muse  his  brow  shall  bind 
Whose  godlike  bounty  spares  mankind: 
Tor  those  whom  bloody  garlands  crown 
The  brass  may  breathe,  the  marble  frown  : 
To  him,  through  every  rescued  laiul. 
Ten  thousand  living  trophies  stand. 


x2 
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TRANSLATIONS. 


PART  OF  THE 

FOURTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN 


CV-sar  having  resolved  to  give  baltle  to  Petreius  and  Afra- 
nius,  Pompej's  Lieuttriaiits  in  Spain,  lie  encamped  near 
the  enemy  in  the  same  field.  The  behaviour  of  tbeir  sol- 
diers at  their  seeing  and  knowing  one  another,  is  the  sub- 
ject of  the  following  verses. 


Their  ancient  friends,  as  now  they  nearer  drew. 
Prepared  for  fight  the  wondering  soldiers  knew  ; 
Brother  with  brother  in  unnatural  strife. 
And  the  son  arm'd  against  the  father's  life. 
Cursed  civil  war  !  then  conscience  first  was  felt, 
And  the  tough  veteran's  heart  began  to  melt. 
Fix'd  in  dumb  sorrow  all  at  once  they  stami. 
Then  wave,  a  pledge  of  peace,  the  guiltless  hand  ; 
To  vent  ten  thousand  struggling  passions  move, 
The  stings  of  nature,  and  the  pangs  of  love. 
All  order  broken,  wide  their  arms  they  throw, 
And  rim  with  transport  to  the  longing  foe. 
Here  the  long-lost  acquaintance  neighbours  claim ; 
There  an  old  friend  recalls  his  comrade's  name ; 
Youths  who  in  arts  beneath  one  tutor  grew, 
Rome  rent  in  tAvain,  and  kindred  hosts  they  view. 
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Tears  wet  their  impious  arms,  a  fond  relic  t! 
And  kissfs  broke  by  s()l)s  the  words  of  jjjritt. 
'J'lionjrh  yet  no  l»l<»o(l  was  spilt,  each  anxious  mind 
^^'ith  liorror  thinks  on  what  his  ra;i^e  desi^n'd. 
7\h!  generous  youtlis!  wliy  thus  with  fruitless  pain 
JJeat  ye  those  breasts!!  why  gush  tliose  eyes  in  vain  ? 
AVhy  blame  ye  Heaven,  and  charge  your  guilt  on 
I'ate  i  [great? 

\Miy  dread  the  tyrant  whom  yourselves  make 
]>ids  he  the  trumpet  sound  ?  the  trumpet  slight ; 
Jiiils  he  the  standard  move?  refuse  the  tight. 
Your  generals  left  by  you,  will  love  again 
A  son  and  father,  when  they  're  private  men. 

Kind  Concord,  heavenly  born  !    whose  blissful 
reign 
Holds  the  vast  globe  in  one  surrounding  chain, 
AVhose  laws  the  jarring  elements  control. 
And  knit  each  atoni  close  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Soul  of  the  world  !   and  loves  et(!rnal  spring  ! 
This  lucky  hour  thy  aid,  fair  goddess  !  bring ; 
This  lucky  hour,  ere  aggravated  crimes 
Heap  guilt  on  guilt,  and  doubly  stain  the  times  : 
No  veil  henceforth  for  sin,  for  pardon  none ; 
They  know  their  duty  now  their  friends  are  known. 
Vahi  wish  !  from  blood  short  must  the  respite  be; 
Now  crimes  by  love  eidianced  this  night  siuill  see : 
Such  is  the  will  of  Fate,  and  such  the  hard  decree. 

'Twas  peace.  From  either  camp,  now  void  of  fear, 
The  soldiers  mingling  cheerful  feasts  prepare  ; 
On  the  green  sod  the  tViendly  bowls  were  crownd. 
And  hasty  banquets  piled  upon  the  ground  ; 
Around  the  lire  they  talk  ;  one  shows  his  scars, 
One  tells  what  chance  lirst  led  him  to  the  wars  : 
Their  stories  o'er  the  tedious  night  prevail. 
And  the  mute  circle  listens  to  the  tale. 
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Tlicv  own  thoy  fought,  but  swear  they  ne'er  could 

hate, 
Deny  their  guilt,  and  lay  the  blame  on  fate  : 
Their  love  revives  to  make  them  guiltier  grow ; 
A  short-lived  blessing  but  to  heighten  woe  ! 

When  to  Petreius  first  the  news  was  told 
The  jealous  general  thought  his  legions  sold : 
Swift  with  the  guards,  his  headstrong  fury  drew 
From  out  his  camp,  he  drives  the  hostile  crew. 
Cuts  clasping  friends  asunder  with  his  sword. 
And  stains  with  blood  each  hospitable  board. 

Then  thus  his  wrath  breaks  out :  "  Oh,  lost  to 
fame ! 
Oh,  false  to  Pompey  and  the  Roman  name ! 
Can  ye  not  conquer?  ye  degenerate  bands  ! 
(^h  !  die  at  least,  'tis  all  that  Rome  demands. 
"W  hat!  will  ye  own,  wh.ile  ye  can  wield  the  sword, 
A  rebel  standard  and  usurping  lord  ? 
Shall  he  be  sued  to  take  you  into  place 
Amongst  his  slaves,  and  grant  you  equal  grace? 
V/hat!  shailmyhfebebeggd?  inglorious  thought! 
And  life  abhorred,  on  such  conditions  bought ! 
The  toils  we  bear,  my  friends  !  are  not  for  life. 
Too  mean  a  prize  in  such  a  dreadful  strife  ; 
But  peace  would  lead  to  servitude  and  shame, 
A  fair  amusement  and  a  specious  name. 
Never  had  man  explored  the  iron  ore, 
?Jark'd  out  the  trench,  or  raised  the  lofty  tower, 
Keer  had  the  steed  in  harness  sought  the  plain. 
Or  fleets  encounter'd  on  the'  unstable  main. 
Were  life,  were  breath,  w  ith  fame  to  be  compared, 
Or  peace  to  glorious  liberty  preferr'd. 
By  guilty  oaths  the  hostile  army  bound, 
Holds  fast  its  impious  faith,  and  stands  its  ground : 
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Arc  you  perfidious  who  espouse  the  laws, 
And  traitors  only  in  a  riuiitcous  cause? 
Oh  shaiiic  !  ill  vain  tlnouji,li  nulions  tar  and  wide 
Tiiou  call'st  the  crowdin;^  iiionarclis  to  thy  side. 
Fallen  Ponipey !  while  thy  legions  here  betray 
Thy  cheap-bought  life,  and  treat  thy  fame  away.' 

lie  ended  tierce  :  the  soldier's  rage  returns. 
His  blood  flies  upward,  aud  his  bosom  burns. 

So  haply  tamed,  the  tiger  bears  his  bands, 
Less  grindy  growls,  and  licks  his  keepers  hands ; 
But  if  by  chance  he  tastes  forbidden  gore, 
He  yells  amain  and  makes  his  dungeon  roar  ; 
He  glares,  he  foams,  he  aims  a  desperate  bound. 
And  his  pale  master  flies  the  dangerous  ground. 

Now  deeds  are  done  which  man  might  charge 
aright 
On  stubl)orn  Fate,  or  undiscerning  Night, 
Had  not  their  guilt  the  lawless  soldiers  known. 
And  made  the  whole  malignity  their  own. 
The  beds,  the  plenteous  tables,  float  with  gore. 
And  breasts  are  stabb'dtliatwere  embraced  before. 
Pity  awhile  their  hands  from  slaughter  kept. 
Inward  they  groand,  and  as  they  drew  they  wept; 
But  every  blow  their  wavering  rage  assures. 
In  murder  hardens,  and  to  blood  inures: 
Crowds  charge  on  crowds,  nor  friends  their  friends 

descry. 
But  sires  by  sons,  and  sons  by  fathers  die. 
Black  monstrous  rage!  each  with  victorious  cries 
Drags  his  slain  friend  before  the  general's  eyes, 
Fxults  in  guilt  that  throws  the  only  shame 
On  Pompey's  cause,  and  blots  the  Roman  name. 
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DEDICATION. 

When  I  first  entered  upon  this  translation  I  was 
ambitious  of  dedicating  it  to  the  late  Earl  of 
Hahfax ;  but  being  prevented  from  doing  myself 
that  honour  by  the  unspeakable  loss  which  our 
country  hath  sustained  in  the  death  of  that  extra- 
ordinary person,  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  blamed  for 
presuming  to  make  a  Dedication  of  it  to  his  me- 
mory. The  greatness  of  his  name  will  justify  a 
practice  altogether  uncommon,  and  may  gain  fa- 
vour towards  a  work  which  (if  it  had  deserved  his 
patronage)  is  perhaps  the  only  one  inscribed  to 
his  lordship,  that  v/ill  escape  being  rewarded  by 
him. 

I  might  have  one  advantage  from  such  a  Dedi- 
cation, that  nothing  I  could  say  in  it  would  be 
suspected  of  flattery :  besides,  that  the  world 
would  take  a  pleasure  in  hearing  those  things  said 
of  this  great  man  now  he  is  dead,  which  he  him- 
self would  have  been  offended  at  when  living. 
But  though  I  am  sensible  so  amiable  and  exalted 
a  character  Avould  be  very  acceptable  to  the  pub- 
lic, were  I  able  to  draw  it  in  its  full  extent ;  1 
should  be  censured  very  deservedly  should  I  ven- 
ture upon  an  undertaking  to  wliich  I  am  by  no 
means  equal. 


DEDICATION.  'J  i:i 

Ilis  consiiinmato  kiiovvloilge  in  all  kinds  of 
business,  his  winning  olociut  nee  in  public  assem- 
blies, his  active  zeal  for  the  good  of  his  countrv, 
and  tiie  share  he  had  in  conveying  the  supreme 
power  to  an  illustrious  family,  famous  for  being 
friends  to  mankind,  are  subjects  easy  to  be  en- 
larged upon,  but  incapable  of  being  exhausted. 
The  nature  of  the  following  pc  rformance  more 
directly  hads  me  to  lament  the  misfortune  which 
hath  befallen  the  learned  world,  by  the  death  of 
so  generous  and  universal  a  patron. 

He  rested  not  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the 
polite  arts,  wherein  he  himself  was  so  great  a 
master,  but  was  actuated  by  that  humanity  they 
naturally  inspire,  which  gave  rise  to  many  excel- 
lent writers  who  have  cast  a  light  upon  the  age  in 
which  he  lived,  and  will  distinguish  it  to  posterity. 
It  is  well  known,  that  very  few  celebrated  pieces 
have  been  published  for  several  years  but  what 
were  either  promoted  by  his  encouragement,  or 
supported  by  his  approbation,  or  recompensed  by 
his  bounty :  and  if  the  succession  of  men  who 
excel  in  most  of  the  refined  arts  should  not  con- 
tinue, though  some  may  impute  it  to  a  decay  of 
genius  in  our  countrymen,  those  who  are  ac- 
quainted with  his  lordship's  character  will  know 
more  justly  how  to  account  for  it. 

The  cause  of  liberty  will  receive  no  small  ad- 
vantage in  future  times,  when  it  shall  be  observed 
that  the  J-'arl  of  Halifax  was  one  of  the  patriots 
who  were  at  the  head  of  it;  and  that  most  of 
those  who  were  eminent  in  the  several  parts  of 
polite  or  useful  learning,  were  by  his  iuHueiice 
and  example  engaged  in  the  same  interest. 


244  TICKELI-. 

1  liope,  therefore,  tlie  public  Mill  excuse  mv 
auibitioa  tor  thus  intruding  into  the  number  of 
those  applauded  men  who  have  paid  him  this  kind 
of  homage ;  especially  since  I  am  also  prompted 
to  it  by  gratitude  for  the  protection  with  which  he 
had  begun  to  honour  mo,  and  do  it  at  a  time 
when  he  cannot  suffer  by  the  importunity  of  my 
acknowledgments. 
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TO  THE  READER. 

I  ninst  inform  the  Reader  that  when  I  begun  this  first  bonk 
J  liad  some  tlioughts  ol'  transhiting  the  wliole  Iliad,  but 
Lull  the  pleasure  ot"  boin;;  di\erted  from  lliat  design  by 
linding  tlie  work  was  fallen  into  a  mu(  h  abli-r  hand.  I 
would  not  therefore  be  thought  to  have  any  oilier  view  in 
publishing  this  small  specimen  of  Homer's  Iliad  than  to 
bespeak,  if  possible,  the  favour  of  the  pul)Iie  to  a  trans- 
lation of  Homer's  Odyssey,  wherein  I  have  already  made 
some  progress. 


Achilles'  fatal  wrath,  whence  discord  rose. 
That  brought  thesonsof  Greece unnuinber'd  woes, 
O  goddess  sing.     Full  many  a  hero's  ghost 
Was  driven  untimely  to  the'  internal  coast, 
While  in  promiscuous  heaps  their  bodies  lay, 
A  feast  for  dogs  and  every  bird  of  prey. 
So  did  the  sire  of  gods  and  men  fullil 
His  stedfast  purpose,  and  almiglity  will; 
AVhat  time  the  haughty  chiefs  their  jars  begun, 
Atrides,  king  of  men,  and  Peleus'  godlike  son. 

What  god  in  strife  thi;  princes  did  engage? 
Apollo!  burning  with  vindictive  rage 
Against  the  scornful  king,  whose  impious  pride 
His  priest  dishonour'd  and  his  power  defied; 
Hence  swift  contagion,  by  the  god's  commands. 
Swept  through  the  camp  and  thin'd  the  Grecian 
bands. 

22.  Y 
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For  wealth  immense  the  holy  Chryscs  bore 
His  daughter's  ransom  to  the  tented  shore : 
His  sceptre  streichinc;  forth,  the  golden  rod 
Hung  round  with  hallow'd  garlands  of  his  god  ; 
Of  all  the  host,  of  every  princely  chief. 
But  first  of  Atreus'  sons  he  begg'd  relief: 

'  Great  Atreus' sons  and  warlike  Greeks  attend ! 
So  may  the'  immortal  gods  your  cause  befriend, 
So  may  you  Priam's  lofty  bulwarks  burn. 
And,  rich  in  gather'd  spoils,  to  Greece  return. 
As  for  these  gifts,  my  daughter,  you  bestow. 
And  reverence  due  to  great  Apollo  show, 
Jove's  favourite  oll'spring,  terrible  in  war, 
Who  sends  his  shafts  unerring  from  afar.' 

Throughout  the  host  consenting  murmurs  rise. 
The  priest  to  reverence  and  give  back  the  prize, 
AVhen  the  great  king,  incensed,  his  silence  broke 
In  words  reproachful,  and  thus  sternly  spoke  : 

'  Hence,  dotard  !  from  my  sight,  nor  ever  more 
Approach,  I  warn  thee,  this  forbidden  shore. 
Lest  thou  stretch  forth  my  fury,  to  restrain 
The  wreaths  and  sceptre  of  thy  god  in  vain. 
The  captive  maid  I  never  will  resign ; 
Till  age  o'ertakes  her,  I  have  vow'd  her  mine : 
To  distant  Argos  shall  the  fair  be  led ; 
She  shall,  to  ply  the  loom  and  grace  my  bed. 
Begone,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  way  : 
Hence  on  thy  life,  nor  urge  me  by  thy  stay.' 

He  ended  frowning.    Speechless  and  dismay'd 
The  aged  sire  his  stern  command  obey'd. 
Silent  he  pass'd  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  billows  on  the  lonely  shore  : 
Far  from  the  camp  he  pass'd,  then  suppliant  stood. 
And  thus  the  hoary  priest  invoked  his  god  : 
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'  Dread  warrior  wiiii  (he  silvir  bow!  give  ear; 
Patron  of  Clirysa  and  of  Cilia  lioar : 
To  tliee  the  guard  of  TcikiIus  bi.longs  : 
Propitious  Smiiitlieus  !  oh,  redress  my  wrongs  ! 
If  e'er  witlun  tliy  fane,  with  wreaths  adorn'd. 
The  fat  of  bulls  and  w(.'ll-fed  goats  I  burn'd, 
O  hear  my  prayer !   Let  tireece  thy  fury  know, 
And  with  thy  shafts  avenge  thy  servant's  woe!' 

Apollo  heard  his  injured  su|)pliant's  cry; 
Down  rushd  the  vengeful  warrior  from  the  sky. 
Across  his  breast  the  glittering  bow  he  flung, 
And  at  his  back  the  well-stored  cjuiver  hung : 
(His  arrows  rattled  as  he  urged  his  flight.) 
In  clouds  he  flew,  conceal'd  from  mortal  sight. 
Then  took  his  stand  the  well-aim'd  shaft  to  throw; 
I'ierce  sprung  the  string,aniltwang'd  the  silver  bow. 
The  dogs  and  mules  his  first  keen  arrow  slew, 
Amid  the  ranks  the  next  more  fatal  flew, 
A  deathful  dart !  The  funeral  piles  around 
For  ever  blazed  on  the  devoted  ground. 

Nine  days  entire  he  vex'tl  the'  embattled  host; 
The  tenth,  Achilles  through  the  winding  coast 
Summon'd  a  council  by  the  (pieon's  command, 
AV ho  wields  heaven's  sceptre  in  her  snowy  hand: 
She  mourn'd  her  favourite  Greeks,  who  now  enclose 
The  hero,  swiftly  speaking  as  he  rose : 
'  >Vhat  now,  O  Atreus'  son !  remains  in  view, 
But  o'er  the  deep  our  wanderings  to  renew, 
Doom'd  to  destruction,  while  our  wasted  powers 
The  sword  and  pestilence  at  once  devours  ( 
Why  liaste  we  not  some  prophet's  skill  to  prove, 
Or  seek  by  dreams  ?  (for  dreams  descend  irom  Jove.J 
AVhat  moves  Apollo's  rage  let  him  explain, 
What  vo\y  withheld,  what  hecatomb  unslain  ; 
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x\nd  if  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats  can  pay 
The  price  for  guilt,  and  turn  this  curse  away  ?' 

Thus  he :  and  next  the  reverend  Calchas  rose, 
Their  guide  to  Ilion  whom  the  Grecians  chose ; 
The  prince  of  augurs !  whose  enlighten'd  eye 
Could  things  past,  present,  and  to  come,  descry ! 
Such  wisdom  Phoebus  gave.     He  thus  began, 
His  speech  addressing  to  the  godlike  man: 

'  Me  then  commandst  thou,  loved  of  Jove!  to 
show 
What  moves  the  god  that  bends  the  dreadful  bow? 
First  plight  thy  faith  thy  ready  help  to  lend. 
By  words  to  aid  me  or  by  arms  defend ; 
For  I  foresee  his  rage  whose  ample  sway 
The  Argian  powers  and  sceptred  chiefs  obey. 
The  wrath  of  kings  what  subject  can  oppose  ? 
Deep  in  their  breasts  the  smother'd  vengeance 

glows, 
Still  watchful  to  destroy.     Swear,  valiant  youth ! 
Swear,  wilt  thou  guard  me  if  I  speak  the  truth?' 

To  this  Achilles  swift  replies :  *  Be  bold. 
Disclose  what  Phoebus  tells  thee  imcontroll'd. 
By  him  who  listening  to  thy  powerful  prayer 
Reveals  the  secret,  I  devoutly  swear 
That  while  these  eyes  behold  the  light,  no  hand 
Shall  dare  to  wrong  thee  on  this  crowded  strand ; 
Not  Atreus'  son,  though  now  himself  he  boast 
The  king  of  men,  and  sovereign  of  the  host.' 

Then  boldly  he  : — '  Nor  does  the  god  complain 
Of  vows  withheld,  or  hecatombs  unslain. 
Chryseis  to  her  awful  sire  refused. 
The  gifts  rejected,  and  the  priest  abused. 
Call  down  thesejudgments;  and  for  more  they  call, 
Just  ready  on  the'  exhausted  camp  to  fall: 
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Till  lansom-frco  tlrc  dtinisel  is  bcstow'd. 
And  hocatombs  are  sent  to  sooth  the  god. 
To  Chrysa  sent.     l*t'rh!i|)s  ApoMo's  ra<^e 
The  gifts  may  expiate  and  the  piiest  assuage' 

He  spoke  and  sat;  when  with  an  angry  frown 
The  cliief  of  kings  upstarted  from  his  tlirone. 
Disdain  and  vengeance  in  his  hosora  rise. 
Lour  in  iiis  brow  and  sparkle  in  his  eyes ; 
ruil  at  the  priest  their  liery  orbs  he  bent. 
And  all  at  onee  his  fury  found  a  vent. 

'  Augur  of  ills,  (for  never  good  to  me 
Did  that  most  inauspicious  voice  decree) 
J'or  ever  ready  to  denounce  my  woes. 
When  Greece  is  punish'd  I  am  still  the  cause; 
And  now,whenPhaibus  spreads  his  plagues  abroad 
And  wastes  our  camp,  'tis  I  provoke  the  god. 
Because  my  blooming  captive  I  detain. 
And  the  larse  ransom  is  produced  in  vain. 
Fond  of  the  maid,  my  jpieen  in  beauty's  prido 
Ne'er  charm'd  me  more,  a  virgin  and  a  bride ; 
Not  Clytemnestra  boasts  a  nobler  grace, 
A  sweeter  temper  or  a  lovelier  face. 
In  works  of  female  skill  hath  more  comraand. 
Or  guides  the  needle  with  a  nicer  hand : 
Yet  she  shall  go  ;  the  fair  our  peace  shall  buy  ; 
Better  I  sutler  than  my  people  die. 
But  mark  me  well;  see  instantly  prepared 
A  full  equivalent,  a  new  reward : 
Nor  is  it  meet,  while  each  enjoys  his  share. 
Your  chief  should  lose  his  portion  of  the  war  ; 
In  vain  your  chief,  whilst  the  dear  prize  I  boast 
Is  wrested  from  me  and  for  ever  lost.' 

To  v.hom  the  .sw iit  pursuer  quick  replied  : 
•  Oh  sunk  in  avarice,  and  swoln  with  pride  ! 

Y  2 
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llow  shall  tlieGrecks,thoughlargeof  soultheybe, 
Collect  their  sever'd  spoils,  a  heap  for  thee 
To  search  anew,  and  cull  the  choicest  share 
Amid  the  mighty  harvest  of  the  war? 
Then  yield  thy  captive  to  the  god  resign'd. 
Assured  a  tenfold  recompense  to  find 
When  Jove's  decree  shall  throw  proud  Ilion  down, 
And  give  to  plunder  the  devoted  town.' 

'  I'hink  not,(Atrides  answer'd)  though  you  shine 
Graceful  in  beauty  like  the  powers  divine. 
Think  not  thy  wiles,  in  specious  words  convey'd, 
From  its  firm  purpose  shall  my  soul  dissuade. 
Must  1,  alone  bereft,  sit  down  with  shame. 
And  thou  insulting  keep  thy  captive  dame? 
If,  as  I  ask'd,  the  large-soul'd  Greeks  consent 
Full  recompense  to  give,  I  stand  content : 
If  not,  a  prize  I  shall  myself  decree 
From  him,  or  him,  or  else  perhaps  from  thee; 
While  the  proud  prince  despoil'd  shall  rage  in  vain. 
But  break  we  here ;  the  rest  let  tia)e  explain. 
Launch  now  a  well-trimmed  galley  from  the  shore. 
With  hands  experienced  at  the  bending  oar; 
Enclose  the  hecatomb,  and  then  with  care 
To  the  high  deck  convey  the  captive  fair. 
The  sacred  bark  let  sage  Ulysses  guide. 
Or  Ajax  or  Idomeneus  preside ; 
Or  thou,  O  mighty  man  !  the  chief  shall  be. 
And  who  more  fit  to  sooth  the  god  than  thee  ?' 

'Shameless,  and  poor  of  soul!  (the  prince  replies. 
And  on  the  monarch  casts  his  scornful  eyes) 
AVhat  Greek  henceforth  will  march  at  thy  command 
In  search  of  danger  on  the  doubtful  stiand ? 
Who,  in  the  face  of  day,  provoke  the  fight. 
Or  tempt  the  secret  ambush  of  the  night  ? 
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Xot  I,  be  sure.     Heiicelorward  I  am  free, 
I'or  ne'er  was  Priam's  house  a  foe  to  me  : 
I'ar  from  tlieir  inroads,  in  my  pastures  feed 
Tlie  lowing-  iicifcr  and  tlic  painjjcr'd  steed. 
On  l*litliia's  iiills  our  fruits  securely  grow, 
An  ripen  eareless  of  the  distant  foe; 
Hetween  whose  reahns  and  our  'I'hcssalian  shore 
I  nnumber'd  mountains  rise  and  bilh^ws  roar. 
I'or  thine  and  for  tliy  baffled  brother's  fame 
Across  those  seas,  disdainfid  man  !   I  came  ; 
Yet,  Insolent!   by  arbitrary  sway 
I'liou  talk'st  of  seizing-  on  my  righiful  prey, 
The  prize  whose  purchase  toils  and  dangers  cost. 
And  given  by  sutfrage  of  the  Cirecian  host. 
W  hat  town,  when  sack'd  by  our  victorious  bands, 
IJut  still  brought  wealth  to  those  rapacious  hands? 
'I'o  me,  thus  scoriiM,  contented  dost  thou  yield 
!\Iy  share  of  blood  in  the  tumultuous  field  ; 
l>ut  still  the  fiower  of  all  the  spoil  is  tliine  : 
There  claim'st  thou  most,  nor  e'er  did  I  repine  : 
W  hate'er  was  given,  I  took,  and  thought  it  best. 
With  slaughter  tired,  and  panting  after  rest. 
To  Phihia  now,  for  I  shall  light  no  more, 
3[y  shins  their  crooked  prows  shall  turn  from  shore. 
^Vhen  1  am  scorn "d,  1  think  I  wlII  foresee 
AVhat  spoils  and  pillage  will  be  won  by  thee.' 
*  Hence,   (cried  the   monarch)  hence   without 
delay ; 
Think  not,  vain  man!  my  voice  shall  urge  thy  stay: 
Others  thou  leavest  to  the  great  cause  inclined ; 
A  league  of  kings  thou  leavest  and  Jove  behind. 
Of  all  the  chiefs  dost  thou  oppose  me  most : 
Outrage  and  uproar  are  thy  only  boast, 
Discord  and  jars  thy  joj\      But  learn  to  know, 
if  thou  art  strong  'tis  Jove  hath  made  thee  so. 
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Go,  at  thy  pleasure,  none  will  stop  tliy  May; 
Go,  bid  thy  base-born  Myrmidons  obey. 
Thou  nor  thy  rage  shall  my  resolves  subdue ; 
I  fix  my  purpose,  and  my  threats  renew. 
Since  'sis  decreed  1  must  the  maid  restore 
A  ship  shall  waft  her  to  the'  olicnded  power; 
But  fair  Briseis,  thy  allotted  prize, 
IMyself  will  seize,  and  seize  before  thy  eyes, 
That  thou  and  eacli  audacious  man  may  see 
How  vain  the  rash  attempt  to  cope  with  me.' 

Stung  to  the  soul,  tumultuous  thoughts  began 
This  way  and  that  to  rend  the  godlike  man. 
To  force  a  passage  with  his  falchion  drawn. 
And  hurl  the' imperial  boaster  from  his  throne 
He  now  resolves  ;  and  now  resolves  again 
To  quell  his  fury,  and  his  arm  restrain. 
While  thus  l)y  turns  his  rage  and  reason  sway'd, 
And,  hah"  unshcath'd,  he  held  the  glittering  blade, 
'That  moment  .Juno,  whose  impartial  eye 
Watch'd  o'er  them  both,  sent  Pallas  from  the  sky  : 
She  flew,  and  caught  his  yellow  hair  behind, 
(To  him  alone  the  radiant  goddess  shincd :) 
Sudden  he  turn'd,  and  started  with  surprise  ; 
Bage  and  revenge  tlash'd  dreadful  in  his  eyes. 

Then  thus  with  hasty  words :  '  O  heavenly-born  I 
'  Comest  thou  to  see  proud  Agamemnon's  scorw  :! 
But  thou  shalt  see  (my  sword  shall  make  it  good; 
This  glutted  sand  smoke  with  the  tyrant's  blooti.' 
'  To  sooth  thy  soul,'  the  blue-eyed  maid  replies, 
*  (If  thou  obey  my  voice)  I  left  the  skies : 
Heaven's rpieen,  who  favours  both, gave  this  com- 
mand; 
Suppress  thy  v/ralh  and  stay  thy  vengeful  hand ; 
Be  all  thy  rage  in  tauntful  words  express'd. 
But  guiltless  let  the  thirsty  falchion  rest. 
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Mark  what  I  speak :  An  hour  is  on  its  way 
\\'lit'n  gifts  tenfold  fur  tliis  affront  shall  pay  ; 
Suppress  thy  wrath,  and  Heaven  and  nie  obey.' 

Then  he  :  '  I  yield,  though  with  reluctant  mind  : 
Who  yields  to  Heaven  shall  Heaven  propitious 

find; 
The  silver  hilt  close  grasping,  at  the  v»ord 
Deep  in  the  sheath  he  plunged  his  niishty  sword. 
The  goddess,  turning,  ilartcd  from  his  sight. 
And  reach'd  Olympus  in  a  moment's  flight. 

But  tierce  AchiUes  in  a  thundering  tone 
Throws  out  his  wrath,  and  goes  impetuous  on  : 

*  Valiant  with  wine,  and  furious  from  the  bowl. 
Thou  Herco-look'd  talker,  with  a  coward  soul  I 
War's  glorious  peril  ever  slow  to  share. 
Aloof  thou  viewst  the  I'hM,  for  death  is  there: 
'Tis  greater  far  this  peaceful  camp  to  sway. 
And  peel  the  Greeks  at  will,  who  disobey ; 
A  tyrant-lord  o'er  slaves  to  earth  debased, 
For  had  they  souls,  this  outrage  were  thy  last. 
But  thou  my  fix'd,  my  final  [)urpose,  hear: 
By  this  dread  sceptre  solemnly  I  swear, 
By  this  (which  once  frt)m  out  the  forest  torn, 
Nor  leaf  nor  shade  shall  ever  more  adorn, 
Which  never  more  its  verdure  must  renew. 
Lopped  from  the  vital  stem  whence  first  it  grew. 
But  given  by  Jove,  the  sons  of  men  to  awe, 
Now  sways  the  nations,  and  confirms  the  law) 
A  day  shall  come,  when  for  this  hour's  distlain 
The  Greeks  shall  wish  for  me,  and  wish  in  vain ; 
Nor  thou,  though  grieved,  the  wanted  aid  afford. 
When  heaps  on  heaps  shall  fall  by  Hector's  sword ; 
Too  late  with  anguish  shall  thy  heart  be  torn. 
That  the  first  Greek  was  made  the  public  scorn.' 
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He  said ;  and  mounting  with  a  furious  bound, 
He  dash'd  liis  studded  sceptre  on  the  ground; 
'j'heu  sat :  Atrides,  eager  to  reply. 
On  the  fierce  champion  glanced  a  vengeful  eye. 

'Twas  then,  the  madding  monarchs  to  compose, 
The  Pylian  prince,  the  smooth-speech  Nestor  rose. 
His  tongue  dropped  honey:  full  of  days  was  he  ; 
Two  ages  past,  he  lived  the  third  to  see. 
And  his  first  race  of  subjects  long  decay 'd. 
O'er  their  son's  sons  a  peaceful  sceptre  sway'd. 

'  Alas  for  Greece!  (he  cries)  and  with  what  joy 
Shall  Priam  hear,  and  every  son  of  Troy, 
That  you,  the  first  in  wisdom  as  in  wars. 
Waste  your  great  souls  in  poor  ignoble  jars  ! 
Go  to!  you  both  are  young;  yet,  oft  revered. 
Greater  than  you  have  the  wise  Nestor  heard  : 
Their  equals  never  shall  these  eyes  behold, 
Cicneus  the  just,  Pirithoiis  the  bold, 
Exadius,  Dryas,  born  to  high  command. 
Shepherds  of  men,  and  rulers  of  the  land; 
Theseus  unrivalled  in  his  sire's  abodes, 
And  mighty  Polypheme,  a  match  for  gods. 
They,  greatest  names  that  ancient  story  knows. 
In  mortal  conflict  met  as  dreadful  foes. 
Tearless  through  rocks  and  wilds  their  prey  pur- 
sued, 
And  the  huge  double  Centaur-race  subdued. 
With  them  my  early  youth  was  pleased  to  roam 
Tlirough  regions  far  from  my  sweet  native  home ; 
They  call'd  me  to  the  wars :  no  living  hand 
Could  match  their  valour  or  their  strength  with- 
stand ; 
Yet  wont  they  oft  my  sage  advice  to  hear : 
Then  listen  both  with  an  attentive  ear. 
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Seize  not  thou,  king  of  men,  the  beauteous  slave, 
Tlie' allotted  prize  the  (jrecian  voices  gave; 
Nor  thou,  Pelides,  in  a  tliicatening  tone. 
Urge  him  to  wrath  who  fills  that  sacred  throne, 
The  king  of  forty  kings,  and  honour'd  more 
By  mighty  Jove  than  e'er  was  king  before. 
Brave  though  thou  art,  and  of  a  race  divine. 
Thou  must  obey  a  power  more  great  than  thine; 
And  thou,  O  king  !  forbear:  myself  will  sue 
Great  Thetis'  son  his  vengeance  to  subdue  ; 
Great  Thetis'  valiant  son,  our  country's  boast, 
TIjc  shield  and  bulwark  of  the  Grecian  host!' 

'  \^'ise  are  thy  words,  O  sire!  (the  king  began) 
But  what  can  satiate  this  aspiring  man  ? 
Unbounded  power  he  claims  o'er  humankind, 
And  hopes  for  slaves,  1  trust  he  ne'er  shall  hnd. 
Shall  we,  because  the  gods  have  iorm'd him  strong. 
Bear  the  lewd  language  of  his  lawless  tongue  "f 

'  If  awed  by  thee,  the  Greeks  might  well  despise 
My  name,  (the  prince  precipitate  replies) 
In  vain  thou  noild'st  from  tliy  imperial  throne ; 
Thy  vassals  seek  elsewhere,  for  i  am  none. 
But  break  we  here.    The  fair,  though  Justly  mine. 
With  sword  undrawn  I  purpose  to  resign  : 
On  aught  beside,  1  once  for  all  command, 
Lay  not,  I  charge  thee,  thy  presumptuous  hand : 
Come  not  within  my  reach,  nor  dare  advance. 
Or  thy  heart's  blood  shall  reek  upon  my  lance.' 

Tlius  both  in  foul  debate  prolong'd  the  day ; 
The  council  broke,  each  takes  his  separate  way : 
Achilles  seeks  his  tent  with  restless  mind, 
Patroclus  and  his  train  move  slow  behind. 

Meantime  a  bark  was  haul'd  along  the  sand ; 
Twice  ten  selected  Greeks,  a  brawny  band. 
Tug  the  tough  oars  at  the  great  king's  command. 
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The  gifts,  the  hecatomb,  the  captive  fair. 
Are  all  intrusted  to  Ulysses'  care. 
They  mount  the  deck,  the  vessel  takes  its  flight, 
Bounds  o'er  the  surge  and  lessens  to  the  sight. 

Next  he  ordains  along  the  v*  inding  coast. 
By  hallow'd  rites  to  purify  the  host: 
A  herd  of  chosen  victims  they  provide. 
And  cast  their  offals  on  the  briny  tide: 
Fat  bulls  and  goats  to  great  Apollo  die. 
In  clouds  the  savoury  steam  ascends  the  sky. 
The  Greeks  to  heaven  their  solemn  vows  ad- 
dress'd, 
But  dire  revenge  roU'd  in  the  monarch's  breast : 
Obsequious  at  his  call  two  heralds  stand, 
To  them  in  frowns  he  gives  this  harsh  command  : 
*  Ye  heralds!  to  Achilles'  tent  repair. 
Thence,  swift  the  female  slave  Briseis  bear,- 
With  arms,  if  disobey'd,  myself  will  come : 
Bid  him  resign  her,  or  he  tempts  his  doom.' 

The  heralds,  though  unwillingly,  obey ; 
Along  the  sea-beat  shore  they  speed  their  way  ; 
And  now  the  jMyimidonian  quarter  past. 
At  his  tent-door  they  find  the  hero  placed. 
Disturb'd  the  solemn  messengers  he  saw; 
They,  too,  stood  silent  with  respectful  awe 
Before  the  royal  youth  :  they  neither  spoke  : 
He  guess'd  their  message,  and  the  silence  broke : 

*  Ye  ministers  of  gods  and  men  !  draw  near; 
Not  you  but  him  whose  heralds  ye  appear. 
Robbed  of  my  right,  I  blame.     Patroclus,  bring 
The  damsel  forth  for  this  disdainful  king. 
But  ye,  my  wrongs,  O  heralds  !  bear  in  mind. 
And  clear  me  to  the  gods  and  all  mankind  ; 
Even  to  your  thoughtless  king,  if  ever  more 
My  aid  be  wanted  on  the  hostile  shore. 
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Thoughtless  he  is,  nor  knows  his  certain  doom, 
BHnd  to  tlie  past,  nor  sees  the  Moes  to  come; 
His  best  defence  thus  rashly  to  forego, 
And  leave  a  naked  army  to  the  foe,' 

He  ceased.      l*atroelus  iiis  dear  friend  obey'd, 
And  usher'd  in  the  lovely  \vt cpini-  maid. 
Sort;  siglid  she,  as  the  hcrahls  Idok  her  hand, 
And  oft  look'd  hack,  slow  mo\  iiig  o'er  the  strand. 

The  widow'd  hero,  when  tin;  fair  was  gone, 
Far  from  his  friends  sat  bathed  in  tears  alone ; 
On  the  cold  beach  he  sat,  and  lix'd  his  eyes 
AVhere  black  with  storms  the  curling  billows  rise, 
And  as  the  sea  wi(h'  rolling  he  survey'd. 
With  outstretcliM  arms  to  his  fond  mother  pray'd: 

'  Since  to  short  life  thy  hapless  son  was  born. 
Great  Jove  stands  bound  by  promise,  to  adorn 
His  stinted  course  with  an  immortal  name. 
Is  this  the  great  amends  ?  the  promised  fame  ? 
The  son  of  Atreus,  proud  of  lawless  sway. 
Demands,  possesses,  and  enjoys  my  prey.' 

Near  her  old  sire  enthroned,  she  heard  him  weep 
From  the  low  silent  caverns  of  the  deep; 
Then  in  a  morning  mist  her  head  she  rears. 
Sits  by  her  son,  and  mingles  tears  with  tears  ; 
Close  grasps  her  darling's  hand :  •  My  son !  (she 

cries) 
AVhy  heaves  thy  heart  ?  and  why  o'erflovv  thy  eyes? 
Oh !  tell  me,  tell  thy  mother  all  thy  care. 
That  both  may  know  it,  and  that  both  may  share.' 

*  Oh  goddess  !  (cried  he  w  itli  an  inward  groan) 
Thou  know'st  it  all ;  to  thee  are  all  things  known. 
Eetian  Thebes  we  sack'd;  their  ransack'd  towers, 
The  plunder  of  a  people,  all  was  ours. 
»)'2.  z 
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We  stood  agreed  the  booty  to  divide : 
Chryseis,  rosy-cheek'd  and  glossy-eyed. 
Fell  to  the  king  ;  but  holy  Chryses  bore 
Vast  gifts  of  ransom  to  the  tented  shore: 
His  sceptre  stretching  forth  (the  golden  rod 
Hung  round  with  hallow'd  garlands  of  his  god) 
Of  all  the  host,  of  every  princely  chief, 
But  tirst  of  Atreus'  sons,  he  begged  relief. 
Throughout  the  host,  consenting  murmurs  ran 
To  yield  her  to  the  venerable  man  ; 
But  the  harsh  king  denied  to  do  him  right. 
And  drove  the  trembling  prophet  from  his  sight. 
Apollo  heard  his  injured  suppliant's  cry. 
And  dealt  his  arrows  through  the'  infected  sky  ; 
The  swift  contagion  sent  by  his  commands. 
Swept  through  the  camp,  and  thinned  the  Grecian 
The  guilty  cause  a  sacred  augur  show'd,    [bands. 
And  I  first  moved  to  mitigate  the  god. 
At  this  the  tyrant  storm'd,  and  vengeance  vow'd, 
And  now  too  soon  hath  made  his  threatenings  good. 
Chryseis  first  with  gifts  to  Chrysa  sent. 
His  heralds  came  this  moment  to  my  tent 
And  bore  Briseis  thence,  my  beauteous  slave, 
The'  allotted  prize  which  the  leagued  Grecians  gave. 
Thou,  goddess  !  then,  and  thou  I  know  hast  power. 
For  thine  own  son  the  might  of  Jove  implore. 
Oft  in  my  father's  house  I've  heard  thee  tell. 
When  sudden  fears  on  Heaven's  great  monarch  fell, 
Thy  aid  the  rebel  deities  o'ercarae. 
And  saved  the  mighty  Thunderer  from  shame. 
Pallas,  and  Neptune,  and  great  Juno  bound 
The  sire  in  chains,  and  henx'd  their  sovereign  round . 
Thy  voice,  O  goddess !  broke  their  idle  bands. 
And  call'd  the  giant  of  the  hundred  hands. 
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Thy  prodigy  whom  heaven  and  earth  revere, 
Briarcus  named  above,  7Kgeon  here  : 
His  father,  Neptune,  he  in  strengtii  surpa.ss'd  ; 
At  Jove's  right-hand  his  hideous  form  he  placed. 
Proud  of  his  might :  the  gods  with  secret  dread 
Beheld  the  huge  enormous  shape,  and  fled. 
Remind  him  then,  for  well  thou  know'st  the  art; 
Go  clasp  his  knees  and  melt  his  mighty  heart. 
Let  the  driven  Argians,  hunted  o'er  the  plain. 
Seek  the  last  verge  of  this  tempestuous  main: 
There  let  them  perish,  void  of  all  relief, 
My  wrongs  remember  and  enjoy  their  chief: 
Too  late  \nth  anguish  shall  his  heart  be  torn. 
That  the  first  Greek  was  made  the  public  scorn.' 

Then  she  (with  tears  her  azure  eyes  ran  o'er) 
*  AVhy  bore  I  thee,  or  nourish'd  when  I  bore? 
Bless'd,  if  within  thy  tent,  and  free  from  strife, 
Thou  might'st  possess  thy  poor  remains  of  life! 
Thy  death  approaching  now  the  Fates  foreshow  ; 
Short  is  thy  destined  term,  and  full  of  woe. 
Ill-fated  thou!  and  oh,  unhappy  1! 
But  hence  to  the  celestial  courts  I  fly. 
Where,  hid  in  snow,  to  heaven  Olympus  swells. 
And  Jove,  rejoicing  in  his  tlumder,  dwells. 
Meantime,  my  son!  indulge  thy  just  disdain, 
Vent  all  thy  rage,  and  shun  the  hostile  plain 
Till  Jove  returns.  Last  night  my  waves  he  cross'd, 
And  sought  the  distant  Kthiopian  coast ; 
Along  the  skies  his  radiant  course  he  steer'd. 
Behind  him  all  the  train  of  gods  appear'd, 
A  bright  procession  !  To  the  holy  feast 
Of  blameless  men  he  goes  a  grateful  guest : 
To  heaven  he  comes  when  twice  six  days  are  o'er. 
Then  shall  my  voice  the  sire  of  gods  implore ; 
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Then  to  his  lofty  mansion  will  I  pass, 
Founded  on  rocks  of  ever-during  brass; 
There  will  1  clasp  his  knees  with  wonted  art, 
Nor  doubt,  my  son  !  but  I  shall  melt  his  heart.' 

She  ceased,  and  left  him  lost  in  doubtful  care. 
And  bent  on  vengeance  for  the  ravish'd  fair. 

But  safe  arrived  near  Chrysa's  sacred  strand 
The  sage  Ulysses  now  advanced  to  land  ; 
Along  the  coast  he  shoots  with  sv/elling  gales. 
Then  lowers  the  lofty  mast  and  furls  the  sails. 
Next  plies  to  port  with  many  a  well-timed  oar. 
And  drops  his  anchors  near  the  faithful  shore. 
The  bark  now  fix'd  amid  the  rolling  tide, 
Chryseis  follows  her  experienced  guide  : 
The  gilts  to  Phoebus  from  the  Grecian  host, 
A  herd  of  bulls,  went  bellowing  o'er  the  coast: 
To  the  god's  fane,  high  looking  o'er  the  land. 
He  led,  and  near  the  altar  took  his  stand, 
Then  gave  her  to  the  joyful  father's  hand. 

*  All  hail !  Atrides  sets  thy  daughter  free. 
Sends  offerings  to  thy  god  and  gifts  to  thee : 
But  thou  intreat  the  power  whose  dreadful  sway 
Afflicts  his  camp  and  sweeps  his  host  away.' 

He  said,  and  gave  her.     The  fond  father  smiled 
With  secret  rapture,  and  embraced  his  child. 

The  victims  now  they  range  in  chosen  bands. 
And  oft'er  gifts  with  un|)olluted  hands; 
When  with  loud  voice  and  arms  uprear'd  in  air 
The  hoary  jiriest  prefer'd  this  powerful  prayer  : 

'  Dread  warrior  with  the  silver  bow!  give  ear  : 
Patron  of  Chrysa  and  of  Cilia  hear  ! 
About  this  dome  thou  walk'st  thy  constant  round: 
^till  have  my  vows  thy  power  propitious  found : 


FIRST  BOOK  OF  THE  ILIAD.  2C1 

Roused  by  my  prayers,  even  now  tliy  vengeance 

burns, 
And,  siuit  by  thee,  the  (ireciiin  army  mourns. 
Hear  me  once  more,  and  ht  the  sii[)j)huut  foe 
Avert  tliy  wrath,  and  shiek  tliy  (headful  bow  !' 

lie  pray'd;  and  great  Ajjollo  lieard  liis  prayer. 
The  suppUants  now  their  votive  rites  prepare: 
Amid  the  Hames  they  cast  the  haUow'd  bread; 
And  heavenward  turn  eacli  victim's  destin'd  iiead  ; 
Next  shiy  the  tatted  bulls,  their  skins  (li\  ide, 
And  from  each  carcass  rend  the  smoking  hide; 
On  every  limb  large  rolls  of  fat  bestow. 
And  chosen  morsels  round  the  offerings  strow; 
Mysterious  rites !  then  on  the  lire  divine 
The  great  high  priest  pours  forth  the  ruddy  wine ; 
Himself  the  offering  burns.     On  either  hand 
A  troop  of  youths  in  decent  order  stand  ; 
On  sharpen'd  forks  obedient  to  the  sire. 
They  turn  the  tasteful  fragments  in  the  fire; 
Adorn  the  feast,  see  every  dish  well  stored. 
And  serve  the  plenteous  messes  to  the  board. 
When  now  the  various  feasts  had  cheer'd  their 
souls,  [bowls ; 

With  sparkling  wines  they  crown  the  generous 
The  fust  libations  to  Apollo  pay. 
And  solemnize  with  sacred  hymns  the  day: 
His  praise  in  lo  Picans  loud  they  sing. 
And  sooth  the  rage  of  the  far-shooting  king. 
At  evening  through  the  shore  dispersed  they  sleep, 
Hush'd  by  the  distant  roarings  of  the  deej). 

When  now,  ascending  from  the  shades  of  night, 
Aurora  glowd  in  all  her  rosy  light, 
The  daughter  of  the  Dawn;  the'  awaken'd  crew 
Back  to  the  Greeks  encamp'd,  their  course  renew. 

z  2 
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The  breezes  freshen;  for  with  friendly  gales 
Apollo  sweird  their  wide-distended  sails  : 
Cleft  by  the  Yii\nd  prow  the  waves  divide. 
And  in  hoarse  murmurs  break  on  either  side: 
In  safety  to  the  destined  port  they  pass'd. 
And  fixVl  their  bark  with  grappling  halsers  fast. 
Then  dragg'd  her  farther  on  the  dry  land  coast, 
Regain'd  their  tents,  and  mingled  in  the  host. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  still  on  vengeance  bent, 
Cherish'd  his  wrath,  and  madden'd  in  his  tent. 
The'  assembled  chiefs  he  shun'd  with  high  disdain, 
A  band  of  kings,  nor  sought  the  hostile  plain, 
But  long'd  to  hear  the  distant  troops  engage. 
The  strife  grow  doubtful,  and  the  battle  rage. 

Twelve  days  were  pass'd,  and  now  the'  etherial 
Jove  at  their  head,  to  heaven  return'd  again,  [train. 
When  Thetis,  from  the  deep  prepared  to  rise, 
Shot  through  a  big-swoln  wave  and  pierc'd  the  skies. 
At  early  morn  she  reach'd  the  realms  above. 
The  court  of  gods,  the  residence  of  Jove. 

On  the  top-point  of  high  Olympus,  crown'd 
With  hills  on  hills,  him  far  apart  she  found 
Above  the  rest.     The  earth  beneath  display'd 
(A  boundless  prospect !)  his  broad  eye  survey'd. 
Her  left  hand  grasp'd  his  knees,  her  right  she  rear'd. 
And  touch'd  with  blandishment  his  awful  beard; 
Then  suppliant  with  submissive  voice  implored 
Old  Saturn's  son,  the  god  by  gods  adored  : 

'  If  e'er,  by  rebel  deities  oppress'd. 
My  aid  reliev'd  thee,  grant  this  one  request. 
Since  to  short  life  my  hapless  son  was  born. 
Do  thou  with  fame  the  scanty  space  adorn. 
Punish  the  king  of  men,  whose  lawless  sway 
Hath  shamed  the  youth,  and  seized  his  destined 
prey. 
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Awhile  let  Troy  prevail,  liiiit  (J recce  may  grieve. 
And  doubled  honours  to  my  oHsjtriiig'  give.' 

She  said ;  the  god  vouchsafed  not  to  reply, 
(A  deep  suspense  sat  in  his  thoughtful  eye:) 
Once  more  aromul  his  knees  the  goddess  clung. 
And  to  soft  accents  form'd  her  artful  tongue : 
*  Oh  !  speak;  or  grant  me  or  deny  my  prayer ; 
Fear  not  to  speak  what  I  atn  doom'd  to  bear, 
That  I  may  know,  if  ihou  my  prayer  deny, 
The  most  despised  of  all  tht-  gods  am  I.' 

AVith  a  deep  sigh  the  Thundering  Power  re- 
plies:— 
'  To  what  a  height  w  ill  Juno's  anger  rise  ! 
Still  doth  her  voice  before  llie  gods  upbraid 
My  partial  hand,  that  tiives  the  Trojans  aid. 
1  grant  thy  suit.     13ut  hence;  depart  unseen, 
And  shun  the  sight  of  heaven's  suspicious  queen. 
Believe  my  nod,  the  great,  the  certain  sign, 
"When  Jove  propitious  hears  the  powers  divine. 
The  sign  that  ratifies  my  high  command 
That  thus  I  will;  and  what  1  will  shall  stand.' 

This  said,  his  kingly  brow  the  sire  inclined; 
The  large  black  curls  fell  awful  from  behind, 
Thick  shadow  ing  the  stern  forehead  of  the  god  : 
Olympus  trembled  at  the'  almighty  nod. 

The  goddess  smiled  ;  and  with  a  sudden  leap 
From  the  high  mountain  pluuiied  into  the  deep. 

But  Jove  re[)air'd  to  his  celestial  towers. 
And,  as  he  rose,  up  rose  the'  immortal  powers. 
In  ranks  on  either  side  the'  assembly  cast, 
Bowd  down,  and  ditl  obeisance  as  he  pass'd. 

To  him  enthroned  (for  whispering  she  had  seen 
Close  at  his  knees  the  silver-footed  queen. 
Daughter  of  him,  who  low  beneath  the  tides 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  resides) 
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Big  with  invectives  Juno  silence  broke, 

And  thus  opprobrious  lier  resentments  spoke : 

' False.Tove!  whatgoddesswhisperingdidlsee'? 
O  fond  of  counsels  still  conceal'd  from  me  ! 
To  me,  neglected,  thou  wilt  ne'er  impart 
One  single  thought  of  thy  close-cover'd  heart.' 

To  whom  the  sire  of  gods  and  men  replied : 
*  Strive  not  to  find  what  I  decree  to  hide ; 
Laborious  were  the  search,  and  vain  the  strife, 
Vain  even  for  thee,  my  sister  and  my  wife. 
The  thoughts  and  counsels  proper  to  declare. 
Nor  god  nor  mortal  shall  before  thee  share ; 
But  what  my  secret  wisdom  shall  ordain, 
Think  not  to  reach,  for  know  the  thought  were  vain.' 

'  Dread  Saturn's  son  !  why  so  severe?  (replies 
The  goddess  of  the  large  majestic  eyes.) 
Thy  own  dark  thoughts  at  pleasure  hide  or  show ; 
Ne'er  have  I  ask'd,  nor  now  aspire  to  know. 
Nor  yet  my  fears  are  vain,  nor  came  unseen 
To  thy  high  throne  the  silver-footed  queen. 
Daughter  of  him  who  low  beneath  the  tides. 
Aged  and  hoary,  in  the  deep  resides. 
Thy  nod  assures  me  she  was  not  denied. 
And  Greece  must  perish  for  a  madman's  pride.' 

To  whom  the  god  whose  hand  the  tempest  forms. 
Drives  clouds  on  clouds,  and  blackens  heaven  with 

storms, 
Thuswrathfulanswer'd:  '  Dostthou still  complain? 
Perplex'd  for  ever,  and  perplex'd  in  vain ; 
Shouldst  thou  disclose  the  dark  event  to  come, 
How  wilt  thou  stop  the'  irrevocable  doom  ? 
This  serves  the  more  to  sharpen  my  disdain. 
And  woes  foreseen  but  lengthen  out  thy  pain. 
Be  silent  then  ;  dispute  not  my  command, 
Nor  tempt  the  force  of  this  superior  hand, 
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Lest  all  the  gods  around  thee  leagued,  engage 
\n  vain  to  shield  tlui;  from  my  kindled  rage.' 

Mute  and  ahasli'd,  she  sat  without  reply, 
And  downward  turn'd  her  large  majestic  eye. 
Nor  further  durst  the'  otfeiHUd  sire  provoke: 
The  gods  around  him  treml)lfcd  as  he  spoke  ; 
^Vhen  Vulcan,  for  his  mother  sore  distress'd, 
Turn'd  orator,  and  thus  his  speech  address'd: 

'  Hard  is  our  fate,  if  men  of  mortal  line 
Stir  up  debate  among  the  powers  divine, 
If  things  on  earth  disturb  the  bless'd  abodes. 
And  mar  the'  andjrosial  baui|uet  (if  the  gods! 
Then  let  my  mother  once  be  ruled  by  me. 
Though  much  more  wise  than  I  pretend  to  be : 
Let  me  advise  her  silent  to  obey. 
And  due  submission  to  our  father  pay, 
Nor  force  again  his  gloomy  rage  to  rise 
Ill-timed,  and  damp  the  revels  of  the  skies; 
For  should  he  toss  her  from  the'  Olympian  hill 
Who  could  resist  the  mighty  monarch's  will? 
Then  thou  to  love  the  Thunderer  reconcile. 
And  .tempt  him  kindly  on  us  all  to  smile.' 

He  said ;  and  in  his  tottering  hands  upbore 
A  double  goblet,  lilld  and  foaming  o'er. 

*  Sit  down,  dear  mother  !  with  a  heart  content. 
Nor  urge  a  more  disgraceful  punishment ; 
Which  if  great  Jove  inflict,  poor  J,  dismay *d. 
Must  stand  aloof,  nor  dare  to  give  thee  aid. 
Great  Jove  shall  reign  for  ever  uncoutroU'd  : 
Remember  when  I  took  thy  part  of  old. 
Caught  by  the  heel  he  swung  me  round  on  high, 
And  headlong  hurl'd  me  from  the'  etherial  sky  : 
Prom  morn  to  noon  I  fell,  from  noon  to  night. 
Till  pitch'd  on  Lemnos,  a  most  piteous  sight ! 
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The  Sintiants  hardly  could  my  breath  recall, 
Giddy  and  gasping,  with  the  dreadtull  fall.' 

She  smiled;  and,  smiling,  her  white  arm  display'd 
To  reach  the  bowl  her  awkward  sou  couvey'd : 
From  right  to  left  the  generous  bowl  he  crown'd. 
And  dealt  the  rosy  nectar  fairly  round. 
The  gods  laugh'd  out,  unwearied  as  they  spied 
The  busy  skinker  hop  from  side  to  side. 

Thus  feasting  to  the  full,  they  pass'd  away 
In  blissful  banquets  all  the  livelong  day; 
Nor  wanted  melody  :  with  heavenly  art 
The  Muses  sung ;  each  Muse  perform'd  her  part, 
Alternate  warbling,  while  the  golden  lyre, 
Touch'd  by  Apollo,  led  the  vocal  choir. 
The  sun  at  length  declined,  when  every  guest 
Sought  his  bright  palace  and  withdrew  to  rest. 
Each  had  his  palace  on  the'  Olympian  hill, 
A  masterpiece  of  Vulcan's  matchless  skill. 
Even  he,  the  god  who  heaven's  greatsceptre  sways. 
And  frowns  amid  the  lightning's  dreadful  blaze. 
His  bed  of  state  ascending  lay  composed  ; 
His  eyes  a  sweet  refreshing  slumber  closed  ; 
And  at  his  side,  all  glorious  to  behold. 
Was  Juno,  lodged  in  her  alcove  of  gold. 
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TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  THE  DESCinPTION  OF  THE  PHCENIX. 

Lavish  of  wit,  ami  bold,  appear  the  linos 
Where  Cluudian's  genius  in  the  Phfenix  shines; 
A  thousand  ways  each  brilliant  point  is  turn'd. 
And  the  gay  poem,  like  its  theme,  adorn'd. 
A  tale  more  strange  ne'er  graced  the  poet's  act, 
Nor  e'er  did  fiction  play  so  wild  a  part. 

Each  tabled  charm  in  matchless  Celia  meets. 
The  heavenly  colours  and  ambrosial  sweets  ; 
Her  virgin  bosom  chaster  fires  supplies. 
And  beams  more  piercing  guard  her  kindred  eyes  ; 
O'erflowing  wit  imagined  wonder  drew. 
But  fertile  fancy  ne'er  can  reach  the  true. 

Now  buds  your  youth,  your  cheeks  their  bloom 
disclose, 
The'  untainted  lily  and  unfolding  rose  ; 
Ease  in  your  mien,  and  sweetness  in  your  face. 
You  speak  a  siren  and  you  move  a  grace ; 
Nor  time  shall  urge  these  beauties  to  decay 
"N'S'hile  virtue  gives  w  hat  years  shall  steal  away. 
The  fair  whose  youth  can  boast  the  worth  of  age. 
In  age  shall  with  the  charms  of  youth  engage  ; 
In  every  change  still  lovely,  still  the  same, 
A  fairer  Phoenix  in  a  purer  flame. 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  PHCENIX. 

FROM  CLAUDIAN. 

In  utmost  ocean  lies  a  lovely  isle 
Where  spring  still  blooms  and  greens  for  ever  smile, 
Which  sees  the  Sun  put  on  his  first  array, 
And  hears  his  panting  steeds  bring  on  the  day  ; 
When  from  the  deep  they  rush  with  rapid  force, 
And  whirl  aloft  to  run  their  glorious  course  ; 
When  first  appear  the  ruddy  streaks  of  light. 
And  glimmering  beams  dispel  the  parting  night. 
In  these  soft  shades,  unpress'd  by  human  feet. 
The  happy  Phcenix  keeps  his  balmy  seat ; 
Far  from  the  world  disjoin'd,  he  reigns  alone, 
Alike  the  empire  and  its  king  unknown : 
A  godlike  bird  !   whose  endless  round  of  years 
Outlasts  the  stars,  and  tires  the  circling  spheres. 
Not  used  like  vulgar  birds  to  eat  his  fill. 
Or  drink  the  crystal  of  the  murmuring  rill. 
But  fed  with  warmth  from  Titan's  purer  ray, 
And  slaked  by  streams  which  eastern  seas  convey ; 
Still  he  renews  his  life  in  these  abodes. 
Contemns  the  power  of  fate  and  mates  the  gods. 
His  fiery  eyes  shoot  forth  a  glittering  ray. 
And  round  his  head  ten  thousand  glories  play; 
High  on  his  crest  a  star,  celestial  bright. 
Divides  the  darkness  with  its  piercing  light ; 
His  legs  are  stain'd  with  purple's  lively  die. 
His  azure  wings  the  fleeting  winds  outfly  ; 
Soft  plumes  of  cheerful  blue  his  limbs  infold, 
Enrich'd  with  spangles  and  bedropp'd  with  gold. 
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Begot  by  none  himself,  begetting  none, 
Sire  of  liiir  self  lie  is,  and  of  himself  the  son ; 
His  life  in  liuitful  death  renews  his  date, 
And  kind  destruction  but  prolongs  his  fate  ; 
Even  in'the  grave  new  strength  his  limbs  receive. 
And  on  the  funeral  pile  begin  to  live  ; 
For  when  a  thousand  times  the  summer  sun 
His  bending  race  has  on  the  zodiac  run, 
Aiul  w  hen  as  oft  thi;  vernal  signs  have  roll'd. 
As  oft  the  wintery  brought  the  numbing  cold, 
TIkmi  drops  the  bird  worn  out  with  aged  cares, 
And  bentis  beneath  the  mighty  load  of  years. 

So  falls  the  stately  pine,  that  proudly  grew 
The  shade  and  glory  (jf  the  mountain's  brow : 
^\hcu  pierced  by  blasts,  and  spouting  clouds  o'er- 

spread, 
It,  slowly  sinking,  nods  its  tottering  head. 
Part  dies  by  winds,  and  part  by  sickly  rains. 
And  wasting  age  destroys  the  poor  remains. 

Then  as  the  silver  empress  of  the  night, 
O'erelouded,  glimmers  in  a  fainter  light. 
So  frozen  w  ith  age,  and  shut  from  light's  supplies. 
In  lazy  rounds  scarce  roll  his  feeble  eyes. 
And  those  fleet  wings  for  strength  and  speed  re- 

nown'd, 
Scarce  rear  the'  inactive  lumber  from  the  ground. 

Mysterious  arts  a  second  time  create 
The  bird  |)rophetic  of  approaching  fate : 
Piled  on  a  heap  Sabccan  herbs  he  lays, 
Pareh'd  by  his  sire  the  Sun's  intensest  rays; 
The  pile  design'd  to  form  his  funeral  scene 
He  wrajjs  in  covers  of  a  fragrant  green. 
And  bids  his  spicy  heap  at  once  become 
A  grave  destructive,  and  a  teeming  womb. 
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On  the  rich  bed  the  dying  wonder  lies, 
Imploring  Phoebus  with  persuasive  cries 
To  dart  upon  him  in  collected  rays, 
And  new  create  him  in  a  deadly  blaze. 

The  god  beholds  the  suppliant  from  afar, 
And  stops  the  progress  of  his  heavenly  car. 
*  O  thou  (says  he)  whom  harmless  fires  shall  burn. 
Thy  age  the  flame  to  second  youth  shall  turn. 
An  infant's  cradle  is  thy  funeral  urn !  [doom 

Thou  on  whom  Heaven  has  fix'd  the'  ambiguous 
To  live  by  ruin  and  by  death  to  bloom. 
Thy  life,  thy  strength,  thy  lovely  form  renew. 
And  with  fresh  beauties  doubly  charm  the  view !' 

Tiius  speaking,  midst  the  aromatic  bed, 
A  golden  beam  he  tosses  from  his  head ; 
Swift  as  desire  the  shining  ruin  flies, 
And  straight  devours  the  willing  sacrifice, 
Who  hastes  to  perish  in  the  fertile  fire. 
Sink  into  strength,  and  into  life  expire. 

In  flames  the  circling  odours  mount  on  high. 
Perfume  the  air  and  glitter  in  the  sky  ; 
The  moon  and  stars  amazed,  retard  their  flight. 
And  Nature  startles  at  the  doubtful  sight ! 
Por  whilst  the  pregnant  urn  with  fury  glows. 
The  goddess  labours  with  a  mother's  throes. 
Yet  joys  to  cherish  in  the  friendly  flames 
The  noblest  product  of  the  skill  she  claims. 

The'  enlivening  dust  its  head  begins  to  rear. 
And  on  the  ashes  sprouting  plumes  appear; 
In  the  dead  bird  reviving  vigour  reigns. 
And  life  returning  revels  in  his  veins : 
A  new-born  Phoenix  starting  from  the  flame 
Obtains  at  once  a  son's  and  father's  name, 
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Alul  the  great  clianjic  of  <lou1)lo  life  displays, 
In  the  short  nioincnt  of  one  transi(;nt  blaze! 

On  his  new  pinions  to  the  Nile  he  bends, 
And  to  the  gods  his  parent  urn  commends, 
To  J'^gypt  bearing  with  majestic  pride 
The  balmy  nest  where  first  he  lived  and  died. 
Birds  of  all  kinds  admire  the'  iinnsual  sight. 
And  grace  the  triumph  of  his  infant  flight; 
In  crowds  niuniml)er"d  round  their  chief  they  tly. 
Oppress  the  air,  and  cloud  the  spacious  sky ; 
Nor  dares  the  fiercest  of  the  winged  race 
Obstruct  his  journey  through  the'  etherial  space; 
The  hawk  and  eagle  useless  wars  forbear, 
Forego  their  courage,  and  consc^nt  to  fear; 
The  feather'd  nations  humble  homage  bring. 
And  bless  the  gaudy  Hight  of  their  ambrosial  king! 

Less  glittering  pomp  does  Parthia's  monarch 
Commanding  legions  to  the  dusty  field,       [yield. 
Though  sparkling  jewels  on  his  helm  abound. 
And  royal  gold  liis  awful  head  surround. 
Though  rich  embroidtMy  paint  his  puqde  vest. 
And  his  steed  bound  in  costly  trappings  dress'd; 
Pleased  in  the  battle's  dreadful  van  to  ride. 
In  graceful  grandeur  and  im[)erial  pride. 

Pamed  for  the  worshi|)  of  the  Sun  there  stands 
A  sacred  fane  in  Egypt's  fruitful  lands, 
Hewn  from  the  Theban  mountain's  rocky  womb 
An  hundred  columns  rear  the  marble  dome  ; 
Hither,  'tis  said,  he  brings  the  precious  load, 
A  grateful  otl'ering  to  the  beamy  god ; 
Upon  whose  altar's  consecrated  blaze 
The  seeds  and  relics  of  himself  he  lays ; 
Whence  flaming  incense  makes  the  temple  shine. 
And  the  glad  altars  breathe  perfumes  divine  ; 
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The  wafted  smell  to  far  Pelusium  flies. 
To  cheer  old  ocean  and  enrich  the  skies  ; 
With  nectar's  sweets  to  make  the  nations  smile, 
And  scent  the  sevenfold  channels  of  the  Nile. 
Thrice  happy  Phoenix  !   Heaven's  peculiar  care 
Has  made  thyself  thyself 's  surviving  heir  ; ' 
By  death  thy  deathless  vigour  is  supplied. 
Which  sinks  to  ruin  all  the  world  beside : 
Thy  age,  not  thee,  assisting  Phcebus  burns, 
And  vital  flames  light  up  thy  funeral  urns  : 
Whate'er  events  have  been  thy  eyes  survey. 
And  thou  art  fix  d,  while  ages  roll  away  : 
Thou  saw'st  when  raging  Ocean  burst  his  bed, 
O'ertopp'd  the  mountains  and  the  earth  o'erspread; 
W  hen  the  rash  youth  inflamed  the  high  abodes, 
Scorch'd  up  the  skies, and  scared  the  deathless  gods. 
When  Nature  ceases  thou  shalt  still  remain. 
Nor  second  Chaos  bound  thy  endless  reign  ; 
Fate's  tyrant  laws  thy  happier  lot  shall  brave, 
Baflfle  destruction  and  elude  the  grave. 
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